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LUCAN'S PHARSALIA. 

B. O O K V. . 

THE ARGUMENT. 

lb Epinis the confuls af&mble ^e fenate^ who uhani- 
moufly aj^int Pompey general of the war againft 
Caefary and decree public thanks to the feveral* 
princes and ftatcs who alfifted the commonwealth. 
Appius, at that time praetor of Achaia, confults the 
Oracle of Delphos, concerning the event of^the civil" 
war. Andy upon this occafion, the poet goes inta 
a digrcflion concerning the origin, the manner of 
the delivery, and the prefent filence of that oracle. 
From Spain, Caefar returns into Italy, where he 
auells a mutiny in his army, and punilhes the of- 
fenders. Prom Placentra, where this diforder hap- 
' pened, he orders them to march to Brundufium ;. 
where, after a (hort turn to Rome, and aiTuming the 
confulfhip, or rather the fupreme power, he joins 
them himfelf. From Brimdufiurai though it was 
then the middle of winter, he tranfports part -of his 
army by- fta to Epirus, and lands at Palaefte. Pom- 
pey, who then lay about Candavia, hearing of- 
Caefar's arrival, and being in pain for Dyrrachium,. 
marched that way : On the banks of the river Apfus, 
they met' and incamped clofe together. Caefar was- 
not yet joined by that part of his troops which he 
had left behind him at Brundufium, under the com- 
mand of Mark Anthony ; and being uneafy at his 
delays leaves his camp by night, and ventures over 
a tempeduous fea in a fmall bark to haften the tranf- 
port. Upon Caefar joining his forces together,. 
Pompey perceived that the war would now probably 
be foon decided by a battle j and upon- that con i. 
iideratioh, refolved to fend his wife to expedt the 
event at htfbos^ Their parting, .which isexirewvtVj 
woving, concludes this book. 
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THUS, equal fortune holds a while the fcale. 
And bids the leading chiefs by turns prevail 3 
In doubt the goddefs> yet, their fate detains. 
And keeps theni for Emathia's fatal pUins, 
And now the fetting Pleiades grew low. 
The hills ftood hoary in December's fnowj 
The folenin feafon was approaching near, 
When other names renewM the Fafti wear. 
And double Janus le'ads the coming year. 
The confuls, while their rods they yet remained, 10 
While, yet, fame fliew of liberty maintained. 
With miflives round the fcatter'd fathers greet. 
And in Epirus bid the fenate meet. 
There the great rulers of the Roman ftate. 
In foreign feats, confulting, meanly fate. 15 

No face of war the grave aflembly wears. 
But civil power in peaceful pomp appears : 
The purple order to their place refort, 
While waiting li£lors guard the crouded court. 
No faflion thefe, nor party, feem to be, «• 

But a full fenate, legal, juft, and free. 
Great, as he is, here Pompey ftands confcft 
A private man, and one among the reft. 

Their mutual groans, at length, and murmurs ceafe. 
And every mournful found is hufh'd in peace j »5 

When from the confular diftinguiih'd throne. 
Sublimely raisM, thus Lentulus begun. 

If yet our Roman virtue is the fame. 
Yet worthy of the race from which we came. 
And emulates our great forefathers name. 
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Xet not our thoughts, by fad remembrance led, 3c 

Bewail thofe captive walls from whence we fled. 

This time demands that to ourfelves we turn. 

Nor, fathers* have we leifure now to mourn } 

But let each early care, each honefl heart, 35 

Our ienate*s facred dignity aflert. 

To all around proclaim it, wide, and near. 

That power which kings obey, and nations fear. 

That only legal power of Rome, is here. 

For whether to the Northern Bear we go, 4^ 

Where pale fhe glitters o*er eternal fnow ; 

Or whether in thofe fulti-y climes we burn. 

Where night and day with equal hours fptum j 

The world ihall ftill acknowledge us its head. 

And empire follow wherefoe'er we lead. 4,5 

When Gallic flames the burning city felt. 

At Veiae Rome with her Camillus dwelt. 

Beneath forfaken roofs proud Csefar reigns, 

Our vacant courts, and filent laws conftrains; 

While flaves obedient to his tyrant will, 50 

Outlaws, and profligates, his fenate All ; 

With him a baniihM guiJty croud appear. 

All that are juft and innocent are here. 

Difpers'd by war, though guiltlefs of its crimesy 

Our order yielded to thefe impious times 5 5^ 

At length returning each from his retreat. 

In happy hour the fcatter'd members meet. 

The gods and fortune greet us on the Way^ 

And with the world loft Italy repay. 

Upon Illyria''s favourable coaft, 6« 

Vulteius withUs furicrus band txt \<A \ 
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While in bold Curio, on the Libyan plain, 
•One half of Caefar's fenators lie flain. 
March then, ye warriors I fecond fate's defign, 
. And to the leading gods your ardour join, 6-5 

With equal cortftancy to battle come, 
As when you ftiunn'd tiie foe, and left your native Rome. 
The period of the confuls power is near. 
Who yield our Fafces with the ending year : 
But you, ye fathers, whom we ftill obey, 70 

Who rule mankind with undeterminM fway. 
Attend the public weal, with faithful car?. 
And bid our greateft Pompey lead the war. 

In loud applaufe the pleasM aiTembly join. 
And to the glorious talk the chief aflign : 75 

His country's fate they truft to him alone. 
And bid him fight Rome's battles, and his own. 
Next, to their friends their thanks are dealt around. 
And fome with gifts, andfome with praife are crown'd : 
Of thefe, the chief are Rhodes, by Phoebus lov'd, 80 
Alid Sparta rough, in virtue's lore approved. 
Of Athens much they fpeak j Maflilia's aid 
Is with her parent Phocis' freedom paid. 
Deiotarus his truth they much commend. 
Their ftill unfliaken faithful Afian friend. 85 

Brave Cotys and his valiant fon they grace. 
With bold Rhaiipolis from ftormy Thrace. 
"While gallant Juba juftly is decreed 
To his paternal fceptre to fucceed. 
And thou too, Ptbkmy, (unrighteous fate!) 91 

i^ert rais'd unworthy to the regal ftate j 

The 
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The crown npon thy perjur'd temples ihonef 

That once was borne by Philip's godlike fon. 

O'er i£gypt (hakes the hoy his cruel fword : 

(Oh ! that he had been only Egypt's lord !) 5:5 

But the dire gift more dreadful mifchiefs wait, 

M^Ie Lagos' fceptre gives him Pompey's fate : 

Preventing Cefar's, and his fifter^s hand. 

He feiz'd his parricide, and ber command. 

Th' aiTembly rofe, and all on war intent joo 

Buftle to arms, and blindly wait th* event. 
Appias alone, impatient to be taught. 
With what the threatening future times were fraught. 
With bufy euriofity explores 

The dreadful purpofe of the heavenly powers. • 105 
To Delphos ftraight he flies, where long the god 
iln filence had poflefs'd his clofe abode j 
His oracles had long been known to xreaTe, 
And the prophetic virgin iivM in peace. 

Between the ruddy weft and eaftem ikies, ixo 

In the mid-earth Pamaflus' tops arife : 
To Phoebus, and the chearfiil god of wine. 
Sacred in common ftands the hill divine* 1 1^ 

Still as the third revolving year comes round, 1 

The Maenades, with leafy chaplets xrovmM, 4 

Tne double deity in folemn fongs roibund. 
'When, o*er the world, the deluge wide was fpread, 
This^only mountain rear'd his lofty head ; 
One rifing rock, prefervM, a bound was giveOf 
Jktween the yz&y deepi and ambient heayen. 110 

Hei^ 
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Here, to avenge long-vexM Latona*s pain. 

Python by infant Paean's darts was ilain, 

While yet the realm was held by Themis' righteous 

reign. 

But when the god perceiv'd, how from below 
The confoious caves diviner breathings blow, 125 

How vapours could unfold th^ enquirer's doom, 
And talking winds could fpeak of things to come 5 
Deep in the hollows plunging he rctir'd, 
There, with foretelling fory firft infpir'd, 
From thence the prophet's art and honours be acqu>t'( 

So runs the tale. And oh ! what god indeed ijt 
Within this gloomy caveijn's depth is hid ? 
What power divine forfatkes the heaven^s i^ir light. 
To dwell with earth, and everlaftrng xught ? 
«What is this Ipirit, patent, wife, and f:rcat, 135 

Who deigns to make 1 mortal frame iiis feat^ 
Who the long x>hain a£ iecret caufes knows, 
Whofe oracks the years to eome diArlofe j 
Who through eternity at once forefees. 
And tells Chat fate 'vt^oh -be himrelf decrees ? 140 
Part of that ibnl, perhaps^ which movti in all, 
W^hofe enevgy informs the pendent ball, 
Through fhis dark pal&ge feeks fhe realms above. 
And drives to FCr<unite ftfdf to Jawe. 
Whott'er the <E>»mon, when he ftands cenfeft 145 
Within his-xQifsag prieftc^* panting brraft, 
DreadCal4iis goclhead from tfie virgin breaks. 
And thu]idffi^^riM^>b€rfMiiiy mouth -be :lp«aiks. 

Such 
a 
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'Such is the burft of bellowing Etna's found. 
When fair Sicilia's paftures Ihake around 5 150 

Such from Inarime Typhoeus roars, 
While rattling rocks beftrew Campania's fliores. 

The liftening god, ftill ready with replies. 
To none his aid, or oracle, denies ; 
Yet, wife and righteous ever, fcorns to hear 155 

The fool's fond wiihes, or the guilty's prayer 5 
Though vainly in repeated vows they tnift, 
None e'er find grace before him, but the juft. 
Oft to a baniftiM, wandering, houfelefs race. 
The facred diftates have aflign'd a place. 160 

Oft from the ftrong he faves the weak in war : 
This truth, ye Salaminian fcas, declare 1 
And heals the barren land, and peftilential air. 
Of all the wants with which this age is curft. 
The Delphic filence furely is the worft. 165 

But tyrants, juftly fearful of their doom. 
Forbid the gods to tell us what 's to come. 
Mean-while, the prophetefs may well rejoice. 
And blefs the ceafmg of thcr facred voice : 
Since death too oft her holy talk attends, jy9 

And immature her dreadful labour ends. 
Tom by the fierce diftra6Ung rage fhe fprings. 
And die$ -beneath the god for whom flie fings. 

Thefe filent caves, thefe Tripods long unmovM, 
Anxious for Rome, inquiring Appius proved : 175 
He bids the guardian of the dread abode 
Sead in the trembling prieftefs to the god. 

P TV\^ 
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The reverend fire the Latian chief obeyM, 

And fudden feizM the unfufpefting maid, 

Where carelefs in the peaceful grove fhe ftray'J. 

Pifmay'd, aghaft, and pale, he drags her on.j, 

She ftops, and ftrlves the fatal taflc td /him : 

Subdued by force, to fraud and art fhe flies, 

And thus to turn the Roman's purpofe tries : 

What curious hopes thy wandering fancy move, 1S5 

The filent Delphic oracle to prove ? 

In vain, Aufpnian Appius, art thou come j 

Long has our Phoebus and his cave been dumb* 

Whether, difdaining us, the facred voice 

Has made fome other diftant,land its choice ; 1^0 

Or whether, when the fierce barbarians' fires 

JLow in the duft had laid our lofty fpires. 

In heaps the mouldering aihes heavy rod. 

And chok'd the channels of the breathing god : 

Or whether heaven no longer gives replies, 195 

But bids the Sibyls myftic verfe fuffice 5 

Or, if he deigns not this bad age to bear. 

And holds the world unworthy of his care ; 

Whatever the caufe, our god has long been mute, 

And anfwers not to any fuppliant's fuit. «o# 

But, ah I too well her artifice is known, 
Her fears confefs the god, wHom they difown. 
Howe'er, each rite ihe feemingly prepares j 
A fillet gathers up her foremofl hairs $ 
While the white wreath and bays her temples bind, 20$ 
And knit the loofer locks which flow behind. 
Sudden, the ftronger prieft, though yet fhe fhrives, 
Xb^ Ungenng maid within the temple drives i 
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1 ihe fears> ftill fhuns the dreadful (hrine, 

1 the outer fpace, and feigns the rage divine, no 

• unlike the god, her calmer breaft 

ng enthufiaftic throes confeft ; 

•ors in her ftarting hairs were feen, 

k from off her brow the wreathing green 5 

ken accents half obftrufted hung, . atj 

•elling murmurs roll her labouring tongue. 

ler fierce jaws no founding horrors come, 

nders bellow through the working foam, 

d the fpacious cave, and ihake the vaulted dome. 

lain, the peaceful groves and fane betray'd 120 

ily, fearful, god-diflembling maid. 

irious Roman foon the fraud efpy'd, 

Hope not thou to 'fcape my rage, he cryM 5 

lalt thou rue thy fond deceit, profane, 

gods and Appius are not mock'd in vain) 22 § 

I thou ceafe thy mortal founds to tell, 

; thou plunge thee in the myftic cell, 

J the gods themfelves reveal the doom, 

1 (hall befall the warring world and Rome. 

fpoke, and, awM, by the fuperior dread, «}• 

rembling prieftefs to the Tripod fled : 

to the holy breathing vent ihe cleaves, 

argely the unwonted god receives. 

ge the potent fpirit had decay'd, 

ith full force he fills the heaving maid 5 t^$ 

*er £0 ftrong infpiring Paean came, 

retch'd, as now, her agonizing frame : 

nortal mind driv'n out forfook her breaft, 

the fole j^odhead every part poffeft* 
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Now fwell her veins, her turgid finews rife, 24.0 

And bounding frantic through the cave (he flies j 

Her brifth'ng locks the wreathy fillet fcorn. 

And her fierce feet the tumbling Tripods fpurn. 

Now wild (he dances o'er the vacant fane. 

And whirls her giddy head, and bellows with the pain. 

Nor yet the lefs th' avenging wrathfiil god 24^ 

Pours in his fires, and fliakes his founding rod : 

He lafhes now, and goads her-on amain ; 

And now he checks her ftubborn to the rein. 

Curbs in her tongue, Juft labouring to difclofe, 250 

And fpeak that fate which in her bofom glows. 

Ages on ages throng, a painful load, 

Myriads of images, and myriads croud ; 

Men, times, and things, or prefent, or to come. 

Work labouring up and down, and urge for room. 255 

Whatever is, fhall be, or e'er has been, 

Rolls in her thought, and to her fi^ht is feen. 

The ocean's utmoft bounds her eyes explore. 

And number every fand on every fliore ; 

Nature, and all her works, at once they fee, 260 

Know when flic firft be2;un, and when her end fhall be. 
And as the Sibj once in Cumae's cell. 

When vulgar fates ihe proudly ceas'd to tell. 

The Roman deftiny diftinguifli'd took, 

And kept it careful in her facred book ; ^65 

So now, Phemonoe, in crouds of thought, 

The fingle doom of Latian Appius fought. 

Nor in that mafs, where multitudes aboundj 

A private fortune can with eafe be found* 

But 
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At length her foamy mouth begins to flow, 270 

Groans more di(lin6l, and plainer murmurs go : 
A doleful howl the roomy cavern fhook. 
And thus the calmer maid in fainting accents fpoke : 

While guilty rage the world tumultuous rends. 
In peace for thee, Euboea's vale attends j ■ 275 

Thither, as to thy refuge, fhalt thou fly. 
There find repofe, and unmolefted lye. 
She faid j the god her labouring tongue fupprefl:. 
And in eternal darknefs veiPd the reft. 

Ye facred Tripods, on whofe doom we wait ! 280 
Ye guardians of the future laws of fate \ 
And thou, oh! Phoebus, whoie prophetic ikill 
Reads the dark counfels of the heavenly will j 
Why did your wary oracles refrain, 
To tell what kings, what heroes muft be flain,> 
And how much blood the blufliing earth ihould ftain ? < 
Was it that, yet, the guilt was undecrced ? 
That yet our Pompey was not doom'd to bleed ? 
Or chofe you wifely, rather, to afford 
A jufl: occailon to the patriot's fword ? 25© 

As if you fearM t'avert the tyrant's doom. 
And hinder Brutus from avenging Rome ? 

Through the wide gates at length by force diiphy'd. 
Impetuous falUes the prophetic maid j 
Nor yet the holy rage was all fupprefs'd, 295 

Part of the god ftill heaving in her breaft : 
Urg'd by the Daemon, yet flie rolls her eyes. 
And wildly wanders o'er the ipacious ikies. 
Now horrid purple flu/hes in her face. 
And now a livid pale fupplies the place -, v^^ 
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A double madnefs paints her cheeks by turns, . 

With fear fhe freezes, and with fury burns : 

Sad breathing fighs with heavy accent go, 

And doleful from her fainting bofom blow. 

So when no more the ftorm fonorous fings, 4#i|. 

But noify Boreas hangs his weary wings : 

In hollow groans the failing winds complain. 

And murmur o*er the hoarfe-refounding main. 

Now by degrees the fire xthereal fail'd. 
And the dull human fenfe again prevailed $ 310 

While Phoebus, fudden, in a murky (hade. 
Hid the paft vifion from the mortal maid. 
Thick clouds of dark oblivion rife between, 
And fnatch away at once the wondrous fcene j 
Stretch'd on the ground the fainting prieftefs lies, 315, 
While to the Tripod, back, th' informing fpirit flies. 

Mean -while, fond Appius, erring in his fate. 
Dreamed of long fafety, and a neutral ftate ; 
And, ere the grdat event of war was known, 
FixM on Euboean Chalcis for his own. ■ 310 

Fool ! to believe that power could ward the blow, 
Or fnatch thee from amidft the' general woe ! 
In times like thefe, what god but death can fave ? 
The world can yield no refuge, but the grrave. 
Where ftruggling feas Charyftos rude conftrains, 315 
And, dreadful to the proud, Rhamnuiia reigns ;. 
Where by the whirling current barks are toft 
From Chalcis to unlucky Auli's coaft j 
There (halt thou meet the gods appointed doom, 
A private death, and iong-remember'd tomb. 330 

T« 
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To other wars the victor now fucceeds. 
And his proud eagles from Iberia leads : 
When the changM gods his ruin feemM to threat. 

And crofs the long fuccefsful courfe of fite. 

Amidft his camp, and fearlefs of his foes, 335 

Sudden he faw where inborn dangers rofe. 

He faw thofe troops that long had faithful flood, 

Friends to his caufe, and enemies to good, 

Grown weary of their chief, and fatiated with blood. 

Whether the trumpet's found too long had ceas'd, 34.0 

And daughter flept in unaccuftom'd reft : 

Or whether, arrogant by mifchief made. 

The foldier held his guilt but half repayM : 

Whilft avarice and hope of bribes prevail, 

Turn againft Caefar, and his caufe, the fcale. 

And fet the mercenary fword.to fale. 

Nor, e'er before, fo truly could he read 

What dangers ftrow thofe paths the mighty tread. 

Then, firft he found, on what a faithlefs bafe 
Their nodding towers ambition's builders place : 35« 
He who fo late, a potent faction's head, 
Drew in the nations, and the legions led 5 . 
Now ftript of all, beheld in every hand 
The wan'iors weapons at their own command 5 
Nor fei-vice now, nor fafety they afford, 355 

But leave him fmgle to his guardian fword. 
Nor is this rage the grumbling of a croud. 
That ihun to tell their difcontents aloud ; 
Where all with gloomy looks fufpicious go. 
And dread of an informer chokes their woe : 36« 

P 4. ^^^^ 
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Eut, boW in numbers, proudly they appear, 
And fcorn the bafhful mean reftraints of fear. 
For laws, in great rebellions, lofe their end, 
And all go free, when multitudes offend. 

Among the reft, one thus: At length 'tis time 365 
To quit thy caufe, oh Caefar ! and our crime : 
The world around for foes thou haft explor'd. 
And laviihly exposM us to the fword 5 
To make thee great, a worthlefs crowd we fall. 
Scattered o'er Spain, o'er Italy, and Gaul j 37a 

In every clime beneath the fpacious fky, 
Ouv leader conquers, and his foldiers die. 
What boots our march beneath the frozen zoiui, 
Or that loft blood which ftains the Rhine and Rhone ! 
When Icarr'd with wounds, and worn with labours 

hard. 
We come with hopes of recompence prepared. 
Thou giv'ft us war, more war, for our reward. 
Though purple rivers in thy caufe we fpilt. 
And ftain'd our horrid hands in every guilt j 
With unavailing wickednefs we toil'd, 3S0 

In vain the gods, in vain the fenate fpoil'd 5 
Of virtue, and reward, alike bereft. 
Our pious poverty is all we 've left. 
Say to what heigJit thy daring arms would rife ? 
If Rome 's too little, what can e'er fuffice ? 385 

Oh, fee at length ! with pity, Caefar, fee, 
Thefe withering arms, thefe hairs grown white for thee* 
In painful wars our joylefs days have paft. 
Let weary age lie down on peace at laft : 

Give 
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Give us, on beds, our dying limbs to lay, 390 

And figh, at home, our parting fouls away. 

Nor tbink it much we make the bold demand. 

And a/k this wondrous favour at thy hand : 

Let our poor babes and weeping wives be by. 

To clofe our drooping eyelids when we die. 395 

Be merciful, and' let difeafe afford 

Some other way to die, befide the fword 5 

Let us no more a common carnage burn. 

But each be laid in his own decent urn. 

Still wilt thou urge us, ignorant and blind, 400 

To fome more monftrous mifchief yet behind ? 

Are we the only fools, fbrbid to know 

How much we may deferve by one fure blow ? 

Thy head, thy head is ours, whene'er we pleafe 5 

Well has thy war infpir'd fuch thoughts as thefe ; 405 

What laws, what oaths, can urge their feeble bands. 

To hinder thefe determined daring hands ? 

That Cgefar, who was once ordain'd our head. 

When to the Rhine our lawful arms he led. 

Is- now no moreour chieftain, but our mate 5 410 

Guilt equal, gives equality of ftate. 

Nor fhall his foul ingratitude pre\'ail. 

Nor weiglrour merits in his partial fcale; 

He views our labours with a fcornful glance. 

And calls our vi6lories the works of chance : 415 

But his pix)ud heart, henceforth, fhall learn to own. 

His power, his fate, depends on us alone. 

Yes, Caefar, fpite of all thofe rods that wait. 

With mean obfcquious fervice, on thy ftatc s 



1 



«i8 ROW E'S P O E M 5i 

Spite of thy gods, and thee, the war fhall ceafe, j^zm 
And we thy foldiers will command a peace. 

He fpoke, and fierce tumultuous rage infpirM, 
The kindling legions round the camp were fir'd. 
And with loud cries their abfent chief required. 

Permit it thus, ye righteous gods, to be 5 425- 

I*et wicked hands fulfil your great decree ; 
And, fmce lofl faith and virtue are no more. 
Let Caefar's bands the public peace reflore. 
What leader had not now been fchiU'd with fear, 
And heard this tumult with the laft defpair ? j^i% 

But Caefar, form'd for perils hard and great, 
Headlong to drive, and brave oppofing fate 5 
While yet with fierceft fires their furies flame. 
Secure, and fcornful of the danger, came. 
Nor was he wroth to fee the raadnefs rife, 435 

And mark the vengeance threatening^ in their eyesj 
With pleafure could he crown their curft defigns. 
With rapes of matrons, and the fpoils of fhrines ; 
Had they but aik'd it, well he could approve 
Tne wafte and plunder of Tarpeian Jove : 440 

No mifchief he, no facnlege, denies. 
But would himfelf beftow the horrid prize. 
With joy he fees their fouls by rage pofl'eft. 
Sooths and indulges every frantic bread, 
And only fears what reafon may fuggeft. 
Still, Caefar, wilt thou tread the paths of blood ? 
Wilt thou, thou fmgly, hate thy country^s good! 
Shall the rude foldier firfl of war complain. 
And teach thee to be pitiful in vain I 

GivTC 
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6 ive o^er at length, and let thy labours cea^, 450 

Nor vex the world, but learn to fufier peace. 

Why fhouldft thou force each, now, unwilling hand. 

And drive them on to guilt, by thy command ? 

When ev'n relenting rage itfelf gives place. 

And fierce £nyo feeras to ihun thy face . 455 

High on a turfy bank the chief was rear'd, 
J?earlefs, and therefore worthy to be fear'd 3 
Around the croud he caft an angry look. 
And, dreadful, thus with indignation fpoke: 

Ye noify herd ! who in fo fierce a ftrain 46« 

Againft your abfent leader dare complain : 
Behold \ where naked and unarmed he ftands. 
And braves the malice of your threatening hands. 
Here find yoiir end of war, your long-fought reft. 
And leave your ufelefs fwords in Caefar's breaft,. 465 
But wherefore urge I the bold deed to you ? 

To rail, is all your feeble rage can do. 

In grumbling fadions are you bold and loud. 

Can fow fedition, and increafe a croud $ 

You ! who can loath the glories of the great, 470 

And poorly meditate a bafe retreat. 

But, hence ! be gone from vi£lory and me. 

Leave me to what my better fates decree : 

New friends, new troops, my fortune ihall afford^ 

And find a hand for every vacant fword. 475 

Behold, what crouds on flying Pompey wait. 

What multitudes attend his abjeil ftate ! 

\ 

And reap the fruits of your forgoUttv to\V\ ^ 

2 'VA<^^'^ 



And fhall fuccef^, and Caefar, droop the while ? 
Shall I wunt numbers to divide the fpoil. 
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Legions fhall come to end the bloodlefs war^ 

And fhouting follow my triumphal car. 

While you, a vulgar, mean, abandoned race. 

Shall view our honours with a downward face, 

And curfe yourfelves in fecret as we pafs. 

Can your vain aid, can your departing force, 

Withhold my conqueft, or delay my courfe ? 

So trickling brooks their waters may deny. 

And hope to leave the mighty ocean dry ; 

The deep fhall ftill be full, and fcorn the poor fupply, 

Nor think fuch vulgar fouls as yours were given. 

To be the tafk of fate, and care of heaven : 

Few are the lordly, the diftinguilh'd great. 

On whom the watchful gods, like guardians, wait : 

The reft for common ufe were all defign'd, 495 

An unregarded rabble of mankind. 

By my aufpicious name, and fortune, led, -^ 

Wide o'er the world your conquering arms were (pread, > 

But fay, what had you done, withPompey at your head ? 3 

Vaft was the fame by Labienus won, 500 

When rank*d amidft my warlike friends, he fhone : 

Now mark what follows on his faithful change. 

And fee him with his chief new-chofen range ; 

By land, and fea, where-e*er my arms he fpies. 

An ignominious runagate he flies. 505 

Such fhall you prove. Nor is it worth my care. 

Whether to Pompey's aid your arms you bear ; 

Who quits his leader, wherefoe*cr he go. 

Flies like a traitor, and becomes my foe. 

Yes, ye great gods I your kinder care I own, 510 

ybu made the tsdth of thcfe falfe Uglons known : 
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*You warn me well to change thefe coward bands, 

Nor truftmy fate to fuch betraying hands. 

And thou too. Fortune, point'ft me out the way, 

A mighty debt, thus, cheaply to repay : 515 

Henceforth my care regards myfelf alone. 

War's glorious gain fliall now be all my own* 

For you, ye vulgar herd, in peace return. 

My enfigns fliall by manly hands be borne. 

Some few of you my fentence here fliall wait, 52* 

And warn fucceeding factions by your fate. 

Down ! groveling down to earth, ye traitors, bend. 

And with your proftrate necks, my doom attend. 

And you, ye younger ftriplings of the war. 

You, whom I mean to make my future care; 525 

Strike home ! to blood, to death, inure your hands. 

And learn to execute my dread commands. 

He fpoke ; and, at the impious found difmayM, 
The trembling unrefifting croud obey'd : 
No- more their late equality they boaft, 530 

But bend befleath his frown a fuppliant hoft. 
Singly fecure, he ftands confefs'd their lord. 
And rules, in fpite of him, the foldier's fword. 
Doubtful, at firft, their patience he furvey^. 
And wonders why each haughty Jieart obeys 5 535 
Beyond his hopes he fees the ftubborn bow. 
And bare their breafts obedient to the blow ; 
Till er'nTiis cooler thoughts the deed difclaim. 
And would not find their fiercer fouls fo tame. 
A few, at length, fele6led from the reft, 54^ 

Bled for example j and the tumult ceas'd 3 
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While the confetiting hoft the vi£^ims view'd, 
.Andy in that blood, their broken faith renew*d. 

Now to Brundufium's walls he bids them tend, 
Where ten long days their weary marches end 5 545 
There he commands affembling barks to meet, 
' And fumifh from the neighbouring fhores his fleet. 
Thither the crooked keels from Leuca glide, 
From Taras old, and Hydrus' winding tide ; 
Thither with fwelling fails their way they take, 550 
From lowly Sipus, and Salapia's lake 5 
From where Apulia's fruitful mountains rife. 
Where high along the coaft Garganus lies, 
,And beating feas and fighting winds defies. 

Mean-while the chief to Rome direfts his way, 555 
'Now fearful, awM, and fafhion'd to his fway. 
There, with mock prayers, the fuppliant vulgar wait. 
And urge on him the great diflator's flate. 
Obedient he, fince thus their wilh ordain* 
A gracious tyrant condefcends to reign. ^6m 

His mighty name the joyful Fafli wear. 
Worthy to ufherin the curft Pharfalian year. 
Then was the time, when fycophants began 
To heap all titles on one lordly man j 
Then learned our fires that fawning lying flrain, 565 
Which we, their flavifti fons, fo well retain : 
Then, firft, were feen to join, an ill-match'd pair. 
The ax of juftice, with the fword of war 5 
Fafces, and eagles, mingling, march along. 
And in proud Caefar's train promifcuous throng. 57« 
And while all powers in him alone unite,- 
^e mocks the^ople with the (hews o£ t\|J\t, 



1V^ 



XUCAN'S PHARSAXIA, Book V. 223 

The Martian field th' aflembling tribes receives, 

And each his unregarded fufFrage gives j 

Still with the fame folemnity of face, 575 

The reverend augur feems to fill his place : 

Though now he hears not when the tliunders roll. 

Nor fees the flight of the ill-boding owl. 

Then funk the ftate and dignity of Rome, 

Thence monthly confuls nominally come : 5s* 

Juft as the fovereign bids, their names appear. 

To head the calendar, and mark the year. 

Then too, to finifh out the pageant ihow. 

With formal rites to Alban Jove they go ; 

By night the feftival was huddled o'er, ^^$ 

Nor could the god, unworthy, afk for more ; 

He who look*d on, and faw fVich foul difgrace,] 

Such flavcry befall his Trojan race. 

Now Caefar, like the flame that cuts the fkies. 
And fwifter than the vengeful tigrefs, flies 
Where wafte and overgrovsm Apulia lies 5 
O'er-paffing foon the rude abandon'd plains, 
Brundufium*s crooked (hores, and Cretan walls hegains« 
Xoud Boreas there his navy clofe confines. 
While wary feamen dread the wintery (igns* 59^ 

But he, th' impatient chief, difdains to fpare 
Thofe hours that better may be fpent in war s 
He grieves to fee his ready fleet withheld. 
While others boldly plow the watery field. 59^ 

Eager to rouze their floth, behold, (he cries) -^ 

The confhmt wind that rules the wintery Ikies, > 

With what a fettled certainty it flies t ^ 
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vUnlike the wanton fickle gales, that bring 

The cloudy changes of the faithlefs Ipring. 

Nor need we now to (hift, to tack, and veer : 605 

Steady the friendly north commands to ftcer. 

Oh ! that the fury of the driving blaft 

May fwell the fail, and bend the lofty maft. 

So, (hall our navy foon be wafted o'er, -^ 

Ere yon Phaeacian ^allies dip the oar, > 

And intercept the wifli'd-for Grecian fhore^ -* 

Cut every cable then, and hafte away ; 6i» 

The waiting winds and feas upbraid our long delay, 

Low in the weft the fetting fun w^s laid, 
lip rofe the; night in glittering ftars array 'd. 
And filver Cynthia caft a lengthening (hade ; 
When loofing from the (hore the moving fleet. 
All hands at once unfurl the fpreading iheet 3 
The flacker tacklings let the canvas flow, 
To gathei' all the breath the winds can blow. 620 

Swift, for a while, they feud before the wind. 
And leave Hefperia's leflening fliores behind ; 
When, lo ! the dying breeze begins to fail. 
And flutters on the maft the flagging fail : 
The duller waves with jQower heavings creep, 625 

And a dead calm benumbs the lazy deep. 
As when the winter's potent breath conftrains 
The Scythian Euxine in her icy chains ; 
No more the Bofphori their dreams maintain. 
Nor rufliing Ifler heaves the languid main $ 630 

Each keel inclos'd, at once forgets its courfe, 
While o'er the new-made champion founds the horfe : 
4 Boli 
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Bold »n the ciyftal plains the Thraclans ride. 

And print with founding keels the ftable tide. 

$0 ilill a form th* Ionian waters take» 635 

Dull as the muddy marih and landing lake : 

No breezes o*cr the curling furface pafs. 

Nor fun-beams tremble in the liquid glafs | 

No ufual turns revolving Tethys knows. 

Nor with alternate rollings ebbs and flows : 6^0 

But (luggiih ocean deeps in ftupid peace. 

And weary nature's motions Ceem to ceafe. 

With differing eyes the hoftile fleets beheld 

The falling winds, and ufelefs watery field. 

There Pompey's daring powers attempt in vain 645 

To plow their paffage through th' unyielding main j 

While, pinched by want, proud Caefar's legions here 

The dire diftrefs of meagre famine fear. 

With vows unknown before they reach the (kies. 

That waves may da£b, and mounting billows rife j 650 

That ftorms may with returning fury, reign. 

And the rude ocean be itfelf again. 

Atiefigtk the ftill, the ftuggiih darknefs fled. 

And cloudy morning rear'd its louring head. 

The rolling flood the gliding navy bore, 655 

And hills appeared to jpafs upon the ihore. 

Attending breezes waft them to the land. 

And Caefar*s anchors bite Palaelle's ilrand. 

In neighbouring camps the hoftile chiefs fit down. 
Where Genufus the fwift, and Apfus run $ 660 

Among th' ignobler croud of rivers, thefe 
Soon ]»& tbek waters in the mingling feat : 
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No mighty ftreams nor diftant fprings they know^ 

But rife from muddy lakes, and melting fnow, 

Here meet the rivals who the world divide, ^65 

Once by the tendered bands of kindred ty'd. 

The world with joy their interview beheld. 

Now only parted by a fingle field. 

Fond of the hopes qf peace, mankind believe. 

Whene'er they come thus near, they muft forgive. 670 

Vain hopes ! for foon they part to meet no more. 

Till both fliall reach the curft Egyptian fhore 5 

Till the proud father fliall in arms fucceed. 

And fee his vanquiftiM fon untimely bleed | 674 

Till he beholds his aflies on the ftrand, -^ 

Views his pale head within a villain's hand ; > 

Till Pompey's fate fliall Caefar's tears demand, 3 

The latter yet his eager rage rcflrains. 
While Antony the lingering troops detains. 679 

Repining much, and griey'd at war's delay, -^ 

Impatient Caefar often chides his ftay, > 

Oft he is heard to threat, and humbly oft to pray. J 

Still fliall the woild (he cries) thus anxious wait ? 
Still wilt thou flop the gods, and hinder fate ? 
What could be done before, was done by me : €85 
Now ready fortune only ftays for thee. 
What holds thee then ? Do rocks thy courfe withftand ? 
Or Libyan Syrts oppofe their faithlefs ftrand ? 
Or doft thou fear new dangers to explore ? 
'I call thee^not, but where I pafs'd before. 690 

For all thofe hours thou lofeft, I complain, 
And fue to heaven for profperou$ winds in vain. 

My 
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My foldiers (often has their faith been try'd) 

If not withheld, had haften'd to ihy fide. 

What toil, what. hazards will they not partake ? S^^ 

What feas and fhipwrecks fcorn, for Caefar's fake ? 

Nor will I think the gt)ds fo partial arc. 

To give thee ffcir Aufonia for thy fliare^ 

While Caefar, and the fenate, are forgot, 

And in Epiriis bound their barren lot. 709 

In words like tbefe, he calls him oft in vain. 
And thus the hafty miffives oft complain. 
At length the lucky chief, who oft had found 
What vaft fuccefs his raiher darings crown'd ; 
Who faw how much the favouring gods had done, 705* 
Nor would be wanting, when they urg'd him on j 
Fierce, and impatient of the tedious ftay, 
Refolves by night to prove die doubtful way : 
Bold, in a iingle ikiif, he means to go, . 
And tempt thofe ieas that navies dare not plow. 710 

'Twas now the time when cares and labour ceafe. 
And ev^n the rage of arms was hufiiM to peace : 
Snatched from their guilt and toil, tJie wretched lay. 
And flept the founder for the painful day. 
Through the ftiti camp the night's third hourrefound?. 
And warns the fecond watches to their rounds ; 
When through the horrors of the murky ihade. 
Secret the careful warriors footfteps tread. 
His train, unknowing, flept within his tent. 
And fortune only followed where he went. 720 

With filent anger hf perceived, around. 
The fleepy fentinels bcftrew the ground s ^ 
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Yet, un reproving, now, he pafs'd them o'er. 
And fought with eager haiie the winding 0iore. 
Thei-e through the gloom, his fearching eyes explorM, 73^ 
Where to the mouldering rock a bajrk. was moorM. 
The mighty maAer of tliis lkt]e boat. 
Securely ilept within a neighbouring cot : 
No maiTy beai^js fqpport his humble hail, 
3bit reeds and marihy niihes wore the waU ; 730 . 

Old fhal;^er'd pljanking for a roof was fpreadi 
And covered in from rain the needy (hed. 
Thrice on the feeble door the warrior ftruck. 
Beneath the blow the trembling dwelling fliook. 734 
V^hat wretch forlorn (the poor Amyclas cries) 
Drivei^ by the raging Teas, and ftormy flcit«» 
To my poor lowly roof for /helter .flies ? 
He fpuke ^ and hafty left his honeiely bed. 
With oozy flags and withering (ea-weed fpread. 
l?faen from the hearth the fmoking match he takes, 740 
And in the tow the droufy fire awakes 5 
Dry leaves, and chips, for fuel, he fupplies. 
Till kindling fparks and glittering flames arile. 
Oh happy poverty ! thou greateft good, 
Beftow'd by heaven, but leldom underftood I 745: 

Here nor the cruel fpoiler £beks his prey, 
Nor ruthlefs armies take their dreadful way s 
Security thy narrow limits keeps. 
Safe are thy cottages, and found thy fleep«« 
Behold I ye dangerous dwellings of the great, 759 
Where gods and godlike princes choofe their feat j 
-See in what peace the poor Amyclas lies, 
Nor.-Aarts, though Csefar^tcail commands to rife. 
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What terrors had yoti felt, that call ta hear t . -j 

.JMow had your to\^er8 and ramparts fhook with fear, > 
And trembled, as the mighty man drew near ! v 

The door unbarrM : Expe6l (the leader Taid) 
Beyond thy hopes, or wiikes, to be paid } 
If in this inftant hoar thou waft me o'er. 
With fpcedy haftc, to yon Hefperian ihore. y 60 

No more fhall wiint thy weary hand conflrain. 
To work thy bark upon the boifterous main : 
Henceforth good days and plenty (hall betide i 
The gods and I will for thy age provide. 
A glorious change attends thy low eftate. 
Sudden and mighty riches round the wait j 
Be wife, and ule the lucky hour of fate. 

Thus he j and though in humble veftments drefs'd, ^ 
Spite of himfelf, his words his power exprejs'd, f 

Aod Caefar in his bounty ftood confefs'd. 770 -^ 

To him the wary pilot thus replies : 
A thoufand omens threaten from the ikies ; 
A thoufand boding iigns my foul affright, 
And warn me not to tempt the feas by night. 
In clouds the fetting fun obfcur'd his head, 775 

Nor painted o'er the ruddy weft with red : 
Now north, now fouth, he (hot his paited beams. 
And tippM the fullen black with golden gleams : 
Pale (hone his middle orb with fainti(h rays. 
And fufier'd mortal eyes at eafe to gaze. 7 So 

Nor rofe the (ilver queen of night ferene, '% 

Supine and dull her blunted horns were feen, > 

With foggy ftains and cloudy blots between. 3 
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Dreadful awhile (he fhone all fiery red. 

Then ficken'd into pale, and hid her drooping head. 78^ 

Nor lefs I fear from that hoarfe hollow roar, 

In leafy groves, and on the founding fhore. 

In various turns the doubtful dolphins plav. 

And thwarty and run acrofs, and mix their way. 

The cormorants the watery deep forfake, 790 

And foaring herns avoid the plafhy lake ; 

While, waddling on the margin of the main, 

The crow bewets her, and prevents the rain, 

Howe*er, if fome great enterprize demand. 

Behold, I proffer thee my willing hand : ^9-5 

My venturous bark the troubled deep fhall try. 

To thy wifh'd port her plunging prow fhall "ply, 

Unlefs the feas refolve to beat us by. 

He fpoke ; and fpread his canvas to the wind, 
Unmoor'd his boat, and left the fhore behind. ^00 

Swift flew the nimble keel ; and as they paft. 
Long trails of light the fhooting meteors caft ; 
Ev'n the fix'd fires above in motion feem, 
Shake through the blaft, and dart a quivering beam ; 
Black horrors on the gloomy ocean brood, 805 

And in long ridges rolls the threatening flood 5 
While loud and louder murmuring winds arife. 
And growl from every quarter of the fkies. 
When thus the trembling matter, pale with fear. 
Behold what wrath the dreadful gods prepare j 8ro 
My art is at a lofs 5 the various tide 
Beats my unftable bark on every fide: 
From the north -weft the fetting current fwells, 
While fguthern itoims^tJuMlrrving rack forttels. 814. 
- *-''^* However 
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Howe'er it be, otir purposed way is loftr, •> 

Nor can one relick of our wreck be toft > 

By winds, like thefe, on fair Hefperia's coaft. ^ 

Our only means of fafety is to yield. 

And meafure back with hafte the foamy field 5 

To give our unfuccefsful labour o'er, 82* 

And reach, while yet we may, the neighbouring (horc. 

But Caefar, ftill fuperior to diftrefs, 
Fearlefs, and confident of fure fuccefsy 
Thus to the pilot loud— The feas defpifcy 
And the vain threatening of the noify flcies. 8*5- 

Though gods deny thee yon Aufonian ftrand j 
Yet, go, I charge thee, go at my command. 
Thy ignorance alone can caufe thy fears. 
Thou know'ft not what a freight thy vcflel bears 5 
Thou know'ft not I am he, to whom 'tis given 83* 
Never to want the care of watchful heaven* . 
Obedient fortune waits my humble thrall. 
And always ready comes before I call. 
Let winds, and feas, loud wars at freedom wage, 
And wafte upon themfelves their empty rage j 8 3 j 

A ftronger, mightier Daemon is tliy friend,.. 
Thou, and thy bark, on Caefar's fate depend. 
Thpu ftand'ft amaz'd to view this dreadful fcene 5 
And wonder'ft what the gods and fortune mean ! 
But artfully their bounties thus they raife, 843 

And from my dangers arrogate new praifej 
Amidft the fears of death they bid me live, 
And ftill inhance what they are fure to give. 
Then leave yon fliore behmd with all thy liafte. 
Nor ihall this idle fury longer laft. 8^45 
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Xhy keel aufpicions fhall the itorra appeafe. 
Shall glide triumphant o'er the calmer ieasy 
And reach Brundufium^s fafer port with eaie. 
Nor can the gods ordain another now, 
•Tis what 1 want, and what they muft beftow. 

Thus while in vaunting words the leader fpoke i 
Full on his bavk the thundering tempeft fli-uck i 
Off rips the rending canvas from the mail, 
And whirling flits before the driving blall f 
In every joint the groaning alder founds, 
And gapes wide-opening with a thoufand wounds. 
Now, riling all at once, and nnconfin'd. 
From every quarter roars the rufhing wind : 
Firft from the wide Atlantic ocean's bed, 
Tempeftuous Corns rears his dreadful head ; 
Th^ obedient deep his potent breath controls. 
And, mountain-high, the foamy flood he rolls. 
Him the north-eaft encountering fierce defy'd. 
And back rebuffeted the yielding tide. 
The curling furges loud conflifting meet, 
Dafti their proud heads, and bellow as they beat ; 
While piercing Boreas, from the Scythian flrand, 
Plows up the waves, and fcoops the loweft fand, 
Nor Eurus then, I ween, was left to dwell. 
Nor fhowery Notus in th' JEoWtLH cell j 
But each from every itde> his power to boaft, 
Rang'd his proud forces, to defend his coaft. 
Equal in might, alike they flrive in vain. 
While in the midft the feas unmovM remain s 
In lefTer wars they yield to fVormy heaven, 
And captive waves to other deeps are drivea 5 
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The Tyrrhene billows daAi ^gean iiorcs. 

And Adria in th« mix'd Ionian roars. 

How then muft earth the fwclling ocean dfead. 

When floods ran higher than each mountain's head ( 8So 

Subje6^ and low the trembling beldame lay. 

And gave herfelf for loft, tht conquering water's prey. » 

What other worlds, what feas unknown before. 

Then drove their billows on our beaten ihore ! 

What diftant deeps, their prodigies to boaft, 885 

Heav*d their huge monfters on th' Aufonian coaft ! 

So when avenging Jove long time had hurl'd. 

And tir'd his thunders on a harden'd world : 

New wrath, the god, newpunifhment difplay'd 

And caird his watery brother to his aid : g^p. 

Offending earth to Neptune's lot he join'd. 

And bade his floods no longer ftand confined j 

At once the furges o*er the nations rife. 

And feas are only bounded by the fkies. 

Such now the fpreading deluge had been feen, S95 

Had not th' Almighty Ruler flood between ; 

Proud waves the cloud-compelling fire obey'd, 

ConfefsM his hand fupprefling, and were ftayM. 

Nor was that gloom the common fliade of nighty 
The friendly darknefs, that relieves the light j 909 
But fearful, black, and horrible to tell, 
A murky vapour breathed from yawning hell : 
So thick the mingling Teas and clouds were hung. 
Scarce could the ftruggling lightning gleam along. 
Through nature's frame the dire convulfion flruck, 905 
Heaven groan'd, the labouring pole and axis fhook : 

Uproar, 
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Uproar, and Chaos old, prevaird again. 

And broke the facred elemental chain : 

Black fiends, unhallowM, fought the bleft abodes, 

ProfanM the day, and raingled with the gods. 910 

One only hope, when every other faiPd, 

With Caefar, and with nature's felf, prevailM j 

The ftorm that fought their ruin, provM them ftrong. 

Nor could they fall, who flood that fhock fo long. 

High as Leucadia's leffening cliffs arife, 91.5 

On the tall billow's top the veflel flies j 

While the pale mafter, from the furge's brow. 

With giddy eyes furveys the depth below. 

When flraight the gaping main at once divides. 

On naked fands the ruihing bark fubfides. 

And the low liquid vale the topmafl hides. 

The trembling fiiipman, all diflraught with fear. 

Forgets his courfe, and knows not how to fleer ; 

No more the ufelefs rudder guides the prow. 

To meet the rolling fwell, or fhun the blow. 945 

But, lo ! the florm itfelf afllflance lends. 

While one aflaults* another wave defends : 

This lays the fidelong alder on the main. 

And that reflores the leaning bark again. 

Obedient to the mighty winds fhe plies, 930 

Now feeks the depths, and now invades the ikies j . 

There born aloft, fhe apprehends no more, 

Or fhoaly Safon, or ThefTalia's fhore 5 

High hills fhe dreads, and promontories now. 

And fears to touch Ceraunia's airy brow. 935 

At length the univeri'al wreck appeared. 
To Cxfar's felf, cv'n worthy to be fear'd. 
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Why all thefe pains, this toil of fate (he cries) 

This labour of Ae faas, and earth, and ficies ? 

All nature and the gods, at once alarm'd, 940 

Againft my little boat and me are armM, 

If, oh ye Powers Divine ! your will decrees 

The glory ©f my death to thefe rude feas j 

If warm, and in the fighting itckl to die. 

If that,, my firft of wifhes, you denyj 54^ 

My foul no longer at her lot repines. 

But yields to what your providence afligns. 

Though immature I end my glorious days. 

Cut fhort my conqueft, and prevent new praifej 

My life, already, (lands the nobleft theme> 95^ 

To filliong annals of recording fame. 

Far northern nations own me for their lord. 

And envious factions crouch beneath my fword j 

Inferior Pompey yields to me at home/ 

And only fills a fecond place in Rome. 95:5 

My country has my high behefts obey'd,, 

And at my feet her laws obedient laid ; 

All fovereignty, all honours are my own, 

■Conful, dilator, I am all alone. 

But thou, my only goddcfs, and my friend. 

Thou, on whom all my fecret prayers attend. 

Conceal, oh Fortune! this inglorious end. 

Let none on earth, let none befide thee, know 

I funk thus poorly to the fhades below. 

Difpole, ye gods 1 my carcafe as you pleafe, 9^5 

Deep let it drown beneath thefe raging feas j 

I afk no urn my aihes to infold. 

Nor marble monvunentSf nor flurines o£ gQV^\ 
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Let buA tke world, unknowing of my doonii 
£xpe£^ me ftill, and think I am to c^me i 979 

;So /hall my name with terrdr ftill be heard. 
And my return in every nation fear'd. 

He fpokey and fudden, wondrous to behold. 
High on a tenth huge waiFO his bark was roll'd $ 
Nor funk again, alternate, as before, 975- 

.3Ht rufliing, lodgM, and fix'd upon the ihore. 
Rome and his fortune were at once reftcr'd, 
And earth again received him for her lord. 

Now, through the camp his late arrival told. 
The waiTiors croud, their leader to behold i 9S0 

In tears, around, the murmuring legions ftand. 
And welcome him, with fond complaints, to land. 

What means too-daring Caefar (thus they cry) 
To tempt the ruthlefs feas, and ftormy iky I 
What a vile helplefs herd had we been left, 9S5 

Of every hope at once in thee bereft ? 
While on thy life fo many thoufands wait. 
While nations live dependent, on thy fate. 
While the whole world on thee, their head, rely, 
n!"is cruel in thee to confent to die. 99^^ 

4^nd could'ft thou not one faithful foldier find) 
^ne equal to his mighty mailer's mind. 
One that defervM not to be left behind ? 
While tumbling billows toft thee on the main. 
We flept at eafe, unknowing of thy pain. 995 

-Were we the caufe, oh ihame 1 unworthy we. 
That urg'd thee on to brave the raging lea ? 
Is there a Have whofe head thou hold'ft fo light, 
To give him up to this tempeftuous night ? 



} 



I 



XUCAN'8 ?HAltSALIA, Book V. tjr 

IVbiie Csfar* whom the fubie^^ earth obe3rt, xooo 

To feafons fuch as thefe» his facred felf betrays* 

Still wilt thou weary out indulgent heaven. 

And fcatter all 'the lavi/h gods have given f 

Dofl thou the care of providence eroployy 

Only to fave thee when the feas run high ? xoo^ 

Auipicious Jove thy wiihes would promote | 

Xbou alk'ft the fafety of a leaky boat : 

He proffers thee the world's Aipreme command ; 

Thy hopes afpire no farther than to land, 

And caft thy ihipwreck on th* Hefperian ftrand. 

• Jo kind reproaches thus they wafte the night. 

Till the gray caft difclosM the breaking light t 

Serene the fun his beamy face diiplayM, 

While the tir*d ftorm and weary waves were laid* 

Speedy the Latian* chiefs unfurl their fails, xoi^ 

And catch the gently-rifing northern gales t 

In fair appearance the tall veiiels glide. 

The pilots, and the wind, confpire to guidcy 

And waft them fitly o'er the fmoother tide i 

Decent they move, like fome well-order'd baiid> io«9 

In rangM battalions marching o>r the land. 

Night fell at length, the winds the fails forfook^ 

And a dead calm the beauteous order broke* 

So when, from Strymon's wintery banks, the cranet> 

In feathered legions, cut th* aethereal plains i io%$ 

To warmer Nile they bend their airy way, 

FormM in long lines, and ranked in juft arrays 

But if fome rufhing ftorm the journey crofs« 

The wingy leaders all are at a.lofs4 

S 
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>Iow clofe, now loofe, the breaking fquadrons fly, x< 
And fcatter in confufion o'er the fky. 
The day returned, with Phoebus Aufter r-ofe. 
And hard upon the ilraining canvas blows. 
Scudding afoi:e him fwift the fleet he bore, 
Q'er-paffing LyfTus, to Nymphaeum^s fliore ; 
There fafe from northern winds, within the port thej 
moor. 
While thus united Cxfar's arms appear^ 
And fortune draws the great decifi6n near 5 
Sfid Pompey's foul uneafy thoughts infeft. 
And bis Cornelia pains hi$ anxious bread. k 

To diftaijt Lelbos fain he would remove. 
Far from the war, the partner of his Jove. 
Oh, who can fpeak, what numbers can reveal, 
^hc tendernefs, which pious lovers feel ? 
Who can their fecret pangs and forrows tell, i< 

With all the croud of cares that in their bofoms dwell 
See what new paflions now the hero knows. 
Now Hrft he doubts fuccefs, and fears his foes i 
Some and the world he hazards in the ftrife. 
And gives up all to fortune, but his wife. ic 

Oft he^tcpares to fpeak, but kpows not how, 
Knows they muft pait, but cannot bid her go $ 
Defers the killing news with fond delay. 
And, lingering, puts off Fate from day to day. 
The fleeting (hades began to leave the iky, xo 

And flumber foft forfook the drooping eye : 
When, with fond aims, the fair Cornelia prell 
Her lord, relu6lant^ to her fnowy breail ^ 

^ Wond< 
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Wondering, ihe found he ihunnM her juft embrace, 
And felt warm tears upon his manly face. 1060 

Heart-wounded with tlie fudden woe, fhe grievM, 
And fcarce the weeping warrior yet believ'd. 
When, with a groan, thus he : My truefl wife. 
To fay how much I love thee more than life. 
Poorly expreffes what my heart would fliow, 1065 

Since life, alas ! is grown my burden now j 
That long, too long delay M, that dreadful doom^ 
That cruel parting hour at length is come. 
Fierce, haughty, and collected in his might. 
Advancing Csfar calls me to the fight. X07O 

Hafte then, my gentle love, from war retreat | 
The Lefbian ifle attends thy peaceful feat : 
Nor feek, oh ! feek not to increafe my cares. 
Seek not to change my purpofe with thy prayers ; 
Myfelf, in vain, the fruitlefs fuit have try'd, 1075 
And my own pleading heart has been deny'd. 
Think not, thy diftance will increafe thy fear 
Ruin, if ruin comes, will foon be near. 
Too foon the fatal news (hall reach thy ear. 
Nor bums thy heart with juft and equal fires, loSo 
Nor doft thou love as virtue's law requires 5 
If thofe fbft^yes can ev'n thy hufband bear, 
Ked with the fbiins of blood, and guilty 'war. 
When horrid trumpets found their dire alarms, ^ 
Shall I indulge my forrows with thy charms. 
And rife to battle from thefe tender arms ? 
Thus mournful, from thee, rather let me go, 
And join thy abfence to the public wo«« 

4. 3ut 
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^ut thou be kid, be fafe from every fear. 

While kings and nations in deftru6lion fhare : aofo 

Shun thou the cruih of my impending fate^ 

Nor let it fall on thee with all its weight. 

Then if the gods my overthrow ordain > 

And the iierce victor chace me o*er the plain, 

3*hoii fhalt be left me ftill, my bettvr part, ><^S 

To Tooth my cares, and heal my broken heart | 

Thy open arms I fliall be fure to meet/ 

And fly with pleafiire to the dear retreat, 

Stunn'd and aftoniih'd at the deadly iboke, , 

vAU fenfe, at firft,, the matron fad forfook. x too 

.Motioii, and life, and fpeech, at length returns. 
And thus in words of heavieft woe fiie mourns : 
No, Pompey ! *tis not that my lord is dead, 
'^Tis not the hand of fate has robb'd my bed ; 
3ut like ibme bafe plebeian I am curs'd, i xo| 

And by my cruel huftand ftand divorcM. 
Sut Caeiar bids: us part 1 thy father comes I 
And we muft yield to what that tyrant dooms ! 
Is thy Cornelians faith fo poorly known. 
That thou fhonld'fl: think her fafer whilft alone ? 
Are not our loves, our lives, our fortunes one ? 
Canft thou, inhuman, drive me from thy (ide. 
And bid my fmgle head the coming £toan abide ? 
E)o I not read thy purpofe in thy eye ? 
Dod thou not hope, and wifli, ev'n now to die? 11x5 
And can I then be fafe ? Yet death is. free. 
That laft relief is not denyM to me $ 
Though bahiih'd by thy harfh command I go, . 
Xet I wiJJ join thee in the realms below* 

Thau 
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rhou bidft me with' the pangs of abfence ftrive, iizo 

f^nd, till I hear thy certain lofs, furvlve. 

My vowM obedience, what it can, fhall bear ; 

But, oh ! my heart *s a^ woman, and I fear. 

If the good gods, indulgent to my prayer. 

Should make the laws of Rome, and thee, their care ; 

In diftant climes I may prolong my woe, 2 1 z6 

And be the laft thy viftory to know. 

On feme bleak rock that frowns upon the deep, 

A conftant watch thy weeping wife fhall keep ; 

There from each fail misfortune (hall I guefs, xiS* 

And dread the bark that brings me thy fuccefs. 

Nor Ihall thof<i happier tidings end my fear. 

The vanquiihM foe may bring new danger near ; 

Defencelefs 1 may ftill be made. a prize. 

And Cxfar fnatch me with him, as he flies: 1x35 

With eafe my known retreat he fhall explore. 

While thy great name diftinguifhes the fhore : 

Soon fhall the Lefbian exile ftand revealM, ' 

The wife of Pompey cannot live concealed. 

But if th' o'cr-ruling powers tljy caufe forfake, 11 40 

Grant me this only laft requefl I make ; 

When thou (halt be of troops and friends bereft. 

And wretched flight is all thy fafety left j 

Oh! follow not the dictates of thy heart. 

But choofe a reftigc in fome diflant part. 1 145 

VVhere-e'er thy unaufpicious bark ih: II f^eer, ") 

Thy fad Cornelians fatal fhore forbcPir, J- 

Since Caefar will be fure lo feek thee ih.re. J 

So faying, with a groan the matron fled, 
Ud, wild with iorroWf left her holy bed-. i\'* 
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She fees all lingering, all delays are vain, 
And rufhes headlong to poiTefs the pain | 
Nor will the hurry of her griefs afford 
One laft embrace from her forfaken lord. 
Uncommon cruel was the fate, for two, 
Whofe lives had lafted long, and been fo true. 
To lofe the pleafure of one laft adieu. 
In all the woful days that crofsM their blifs, 
Sure never hour was known fo fad as this j 
By what they fufferM now, inurM to pain. 
They met all after-forrows with difdain, 
And fortune ihot her envious ftiafts in vain. 

Low on the ground the fainting dame is laid ; 
Her train officious haften to her aid : 
Then gently rearing, with a careful hand, xi6j 

Support her, flow-defcending o'er the ftrand. 
There, while with eager arms (he grafp'd the ftiore. 
Scarcely the mourner to the bark they bore. 
Not half this grief of heart, thefe pangs, (he knew. 
When from her native Italy (he (lew i ii7< 

Lonely, and comfortlefs, (he takes her flight. 
Sad feems the day, and long the (leeplefs night. 
In vain her maids the downy couch provide, 
She wants the tender partner of her fide. 
When weary oft in heavinefs (he lies, 117. 

And dozy (lumber fteals upon her eyes ; 
Fain, with fond arms, her lord (he would have prefty 
But weeps to find the pillow at her breaft. 
Though raging in her veiils a fever bumSf 
Painful (he lies, and reftlefs oft (he turns. 118 

Sk 
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Site (huns hit facred fide with awful fear* 

And would not be convincM he is not there. 

But, oh 1 too foon the want (hall be fupplyM* 

The gods too cruelly for that provide : 

Again, the circling hours bring back her lord^ 11S5 

And Pompey (hall be fatally refliorM, 
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LUCAN'S PHARSALI^ 

B O O K VI. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Caefar and Pompey lying now near Dyrrhachiun 
after feveral marches and counter-marches, tl: 
former with incredible diligence runs a vaft line, c 
work, round the camp of the latter. This, Pompey 
after fuffering for want of provifions, and a ver 
gallant refiftance of Scaeva, a centurion of Caefar*j 
at length breaks through. After this, Caefar make 
another unfuccefsful attempt upon a part of Pompey' 
army, and then marches away into Theflaly : An 
Pompey, againft the peduafion and counfel of hi 
friends, follows him. After a defcription of th 
ancient inhabitants, the boundaries, the moun 
tains, and rivers of Theflaly ; the poet takes oc 
cafion, from this country being famous for witch 
craft, to introduce Sextus Pompeius, inquiring th 
event of the civil war from the forcerefs Eriftho. 

NOW, near encamp'd, each on a neighbouring 
height, 
The Latian chiefs prepare for fudden fight. 
The rival pair feem hither brought by fate. 
As if the gods vfrould end the dire debate. 
And here determine of the Roman ftate* 
Caefar, intent upon his hoftile fon, i 

Demands a conqueft here, and here alone $ 
Negle£ls what laurels captive towns muft yield, 
And fcorns the harveft of the Grecian field. 

Im 
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Impatient he provokes the fatal day, ^ 

Ordain'd to give Rome's liberties av^ay, L 

And leave the world the greedy vi^lor's prey. i 

Eager, that laft, great chance of war he waits, 

Where cither's fall determines both their fates. 

Thrice, on the hills, all drawn in dread array, 15 

His threatening eagles wide their wings difplay ; 

Thrice, but in vain, his hoftile arms he (hcwM, 

His ready rage, and thirft of Latian blood. 

But when he i'aw, how cautious Pompey's care. 

Safe in his camp, declined the profferM war 5 20 

Through woody paths he bent his fecret way. 

And meant to make Dyruhachium's towers his prey. 

This Pompey faw ; and fwiftly (hot before. 

With fpeedy marches on the fandy ftiore : 

Till on Taulantian Petra's top he ftay'd, 25 

Sheltering the city with his timely aid. 

This place, nor walls, nor trenches deep can boaft. 

The works of labour, and expenfive coft. 

Vain prodigality \ and labour vain ! 

Loft is the lavi/h'd wealth, and loft the fruitlefs pain ! 30 

What walls, what towers foe'er they rear lu'Diime, 

Muft yield to v.-ars, or more deftruiUve time 5 

While fences like Dyrrhachium's fortiefs made, -| 

Where nature's hand the fure foundation laid, > 

And with her ftrength the naked town array 'd, J 

Sfcall ftand fecure againft the wariior's rage, 36 

Nor fear the ruinous decays of age. 

Guai'ded, around, by fteepy rocks it lies, 

And all accfffs from laud, but one, denies* 

K3 No 
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Sfo yenturous veffel there in iafety rides^ *% 

But foaming furges break> and fwelling tides | 

Roll roaring on, and wafli the craig^ fides : J 

Or when contentious winds more rudely blow» 
Then mounting o*er the topmaft cliff they flow, 
Burft on the lofity domes^ and dafh the town below. 

Here Caeiar^s daring heart vaft hopes conceives^ i 
And high with war*s vindi£live pleafures heaves i 
Much he revolves within his thoughtful mind, 
Howy in this camp, the foe may be confinM, 
With ample lines from hill to hill defign'd^ 
Secret and fwift he means the taik to try. 
And runs each diftance over with his eye. 
Vaft heaps of fod and verdant turf are brought;,. 
And ftones in deep laborious quarrfes wrought ; 
Each Grecian dwelling round the work fupplies^ 
And fudden ramparts from their ruins rife. 
With wondrous ftrength the liable mound they rear, 
Such as th* impetuous ram can never fear. 
Nor hoftile might o'ertum, nor forceful engine tear. 
TTirough hills, refiftlefs, Caefar plams his way. 
And makes the rough unequal rocks obey. 
Here deep, beneath, the gaping trenches lie^ 
There forts advance their airy turrets high. 
Around vaft traf^s of land the labours wind. 
Wide fields and forefts in the circle bind. 
And hold as in a toil the favage kind. 
Nor ev^n the foe toa ftri^bly pent remains^ 
At large he forages upon the plains $ 
The vaft inclofure gives free leave around^ 
O/i to decamp, and ihift the various ground; 
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Here, from far fountains, ftreams their channels trace. 

And, while they wander through the tedious fpace, 

Run many a mile their long extended race : 

While fome, quite worn and weary of the* way, 

Sink, and are loft before they reach the fea :" 75 

Et'd Caefar's felf, when through the wprks he goes, 

Tires in the midft, and. ftops to take repole. 

Let fame no more record the walls of Troy, , 

Which gods alone could build, and gods deftroy ; 

Nor let the Parthian wonder, to have feen 8«( 

The labours of the Babylonian queen : 

Behold this large, this fpacious tra6l of ground ! 

Like that, which. Tigris or Orontes bound; 

Behold this land I that majefty might bring. 

And Ibrm a kingdom for an eaftern king j 

Behold a Latian chief this land inclofe, 

Amidft the tumult of impending foes : 

He bade the walls arife, and as he bade they rofe 

But ah! vain pride of power I ah i fruitlei's boalt 1 

Ev^n thefe, thefe mighty labours are all loft ! 90 

A force like this what barriers could withftand ? 

Seas muft have iled, and yielded to the land ^ 

The lovers ftiores united might have ftood. 

Spite of the Hellefpont's oppofmg flood ^ 

While the ^gean and Ionian tide. 

Might meeting o'er the vanquifh'd Ifthmus ride, 

And Argive realms from Corinth's walls divide ; 

This power might change unwilling nature's face, 

Unfix each order, and remove each place. 

R4 UetY, 
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Here^ as if clos'd within a lift, the war xotf 

Does ail its valknt combatants prepare; 

Here ardent glows the blood, which fate ordains 

To dye the Ubyan and Emathian plains i 

Here the whole rage of civil difcord join'd. 

Struggles for room, and fcorns'to be con£nM. / 305 

Nor yety while Csfar his firft labours try'd> 
The warlike toil by Pompey was defcry*d* 
So> in mid Sicily^s delightful plain. 
Safe from the horrid found, the happy fwain 
Preads not loud Scylla barking o^cr the main. 
So, northern Britons never bear the roar xxs 

Of feas, that break on the far Cantian fliore. 
Soon as the rifmg ramparts hoftile height. 
And towers advancing, ftruck his anxious (ighty 
Sudden from Petra's fafer camp he led, 1x5 

And wide his legions on the hills difpread ; 
So, Caefar, forced his numbers to extend, 
More feebly might each various, ftrength defend. 
His camp faro^er the large inclofure- reached. 
And guarded lines along the front were ftretch'd j Z2* 
Far as Rome*s diftance from Aricia's groves, 
( Aricia which the chafte Diana loves) 
Far as from Rome old Tiber feeks the fea. 
Did he not wander in his winding way. M4 

While yet no fignals for the fight prepare. 
Unbidden, 'fome the javelin dait from far. 
And, ikirmiihing, provoke the lingering war. 
But deeper cares the thoughtful chiefs diftrefs, 
And mQYCf the foldiers ardouj: to reprefs. 

Fompey# 
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Pompey, with fecret anxious thought, beheld, 130 

How trampling hoofs the rifing graf^ repellM ^ 

Wafte lie the ruilet fields, the generous fteed 

Seeks on the naked foil, in vain, to feed : 

Loathing from racks of huiky flraw he turns, 

And» pining, for the verdant pafture mourns. 135 

No more his limbs their dying load fuftain, 

Aiming a ftride, he falters in the drain. 

And (inks a rui^ on the withering plain : 

Dire maladies upon his vitals prey, 

DifTolve his frame, and melt the mafs away. jj^ 

Thence deadly plagues invade the lazy air, 

Reek to the clouds, and hang malignant there. 

From Nefis fuch, the ^ygian vapours riie, 

And with contagion taint the purer ikies j 

Such do Typhceus' fteamy caves convey, 145. 

And breathe blue poifons on the golde.n day* 

Thence liquid ftreams the mingling plague receive. 

And deadly pptions to the thiiity give : 

To man the mifchief fpreads, the fell difeafe 

In fatal draughts does on his entrails feize. X5Q 

A rugged fcurf, all loathfom to be feen. 

Spreads, like a bark, upon his filken fkin ; 

Malignant flames his fwelling eye-balls dart. 

And feem with anguilh from their feats to ftart ; 

Fires o*er his glowing cheeks and vifage fbray, 155^. 

And mark, in crimfon ibeaks, their burning way j 

Low droops his head, declining from its height, 

And nods, and totters with the fatal weight. 

With winged hafte the fwift deftru6tion flies. 

And fcuce the foldier Hckens ere he dit^ v '^^^ 
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Now falling crouds at once refign their breath. 

And doubly taint the noxious air with death. 

Carelefs their putrid carcafes are ipread j 

And on the earth, their dank unwholfome bed, 

The living reft in common with the dead. 

Here none the laft funereal rites receive 5 

To be caft forth the camp, is all their friends can gi' 

At length kind heaven their forrows bade to ceafc, 

And ftaid the peftilential foe's increafe ; 

Freih breezes from the fea begin to rife. 

While Boreas through the lazy vapour flies, 

And fweeps, with healthy wings, the rank polluted 

ikies. 
Arriving vefiels now their freight unload. 
And furnifti plenteous harvefts from abroad : 
Nowfprightly ftrength,now chearful health,retums, 1 
And life's fair lamp, rekindled, brightly bums. 
But Caefar, unconfinM, and camp'd on high. 
Feels not the mifchief of the fluggilh fky s 
On hills fublime he breathes the purer air. 
And drinks no damps, nor poifonous vapours, there, i 
Yet hunger keen an equal plague is found ; 
Famine and meagre want beiiege him round : 
The fields, as yet, no hopes of harveft wear> 
Nor yellow ftems difclofe the bearded ear. 
The fcatter'd vulgar fearch around the fields, il 

And pluck whatever the doubtful herbage yields j 
Some ftrip the trees in every neighbouring wood. 
And with the cattle (hare their grafly food. 
Whatever the foftening flame can pliant make, 

rVr tbetcetb, or labouring jaw$, can break; 15 
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What fleih, what roots, what herbs foe*er they get, ' 

Though new, and ftrange to human tafte as yet, 

At once the greedy foldiers feize an^l eat. 

What want, what pain foe'er they tmdergo. 

Still they periift in arms, and clofe befet the foe. 195. 

At length, impatient longer to be held 
Within the bounds of one appointed field, 
0>r every bar which might his paflage ftay, 
Pompey refolves to force his warlike way ; 
Wide o'er the world the ranging war to lead, io« 
And give his loofenM legions roomr to fpread. 
Nor takes he mean advantage from the night, 
Kor ftealis a paflage, nor declines the fight ^ 
But bravely darts, difdainful of the foe. 
Through the proud towers and ramparts breach to go. 105. 
Where fhining fpears, and crelled helms are feen. 
Embattled thick to guard the walls within ; 
Where all things deaths where ruin all afford. 
There Pompey marks a paflage for his fword. 
Near to the camp a woody thicket lay, 
Clofe was the ihade, nor did the greenfward'way. 
With fmoky clouds of duft, the march betray. 
Hence, fudden they appear in dread arrays 
Sudden their wide-extended ranks difplay f 
At once the foe beholds with wondering eyes^ 
Where on broad wings Pompeian eagles rife $ 
At once the waniors fhouts and trumpet-: 

furprife* 
Scarce was the fword^s deftruAion needful here. 
So fwiftly ran before preventing fear j 
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Some fled anjazM, while vainly valiant fome 220 

Stood, but to meet in arms a nobler doom. 

■yi^here-e'er they ftpod, now fcatter'd lie the llain, 

Scarce yet a few for coming deaths remain," 

And clouds of flying javelins fall in vain. 

Here fwift confuming ^mes the vigors throw, 225 

And here the ram impetuous aims a blowj 

Aloft the nodding tun;et8 feel the ftroke. 

And the vaft rampart groans beneatli the fhock. 

Apd now propitious fortune fcem'd to doom 

Freedom and pe^ce, to Pompey, and to Rome 5 230 

High o er the .vai?quiih*d works his eagles tower. 

And vindicate the world from Caefar's power. 

But (what nor Caefar, nor his fortune cou'd) 
\yhat not ten thoufand warlike hands withllood, 
Scaevarefifts alone 5 repels the force, 235 

And flops the rapid viftor in his courfe. 
Scaeva ! a name erewhile to fame unknown. 
And firlt diftinguifli'd on the Gallic Rhone 5 
There feen in hardy deeds of arms to (hine. 
He reached the honours of the Latian vine. 34P 

I^aring and bold, and ever prone to ill, 
Inur'd to blopd, and a£live to fulfil 
The diftates of a lawlefs tyrant's will $ 
Nor virtue's love, nor reafon's laws he knew, 
]Put, carelefs of the right, for hire his fword he drew. 245 
Thus courage by an impious caufe is curft. 
And he that is the braveft, is the worft. 
Soon as he faw his fellows fliun the flght. 
And feek their fafety in ignoble flighty 

Whence 
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Whence does, he faFd, this coward's terror grow, 250 

This fhame, unknown to Caefar's arms till now ? 

Can you, ye flavifli herd, thus tamely yield ? 

Thus fly, unwounded, from the bloody field ? 

Behold, where piPd in flaughter'd heaps on high. 

Firm to the laft, your brave companions lie ; 255 

Then blufti to think what wretched lives you fave. 

From what renown you fly, from what a glorious grave. 

Though facred fame, though virtue yield to fear. 

Let rage, let indignation, keep you hert. 

We ! we the weakeft, from the reft are chofe, 26© 

To yield a paflage to our fcornful foes I 

Vet, Pompey, yet, thou flialt be yet withftood. 

And (hun thy vi6lor*s laurel deep in blood. 

With pride, 'tis true, with joy I ftiould have dy'd, 

If haply I had fall'n by Caefaf s fide ; 

But fortune has the noble death deny'd. 

Then Pompcfy, thou, thou on my fame flialt wait. 

Do thou be witnefs, and applaud my fate. 

Now pufli we on, difdain we now to fear, 

A thoufand wounds let every bofom bear. 

Till the keen fword be blunt, be broke the pointed 

fpear. 

And fee the clouds of dufty battle rife ! 
Hark how the fliout runs rattling through the flcics ! 
The diftant legions catch the founds from far, 
And Caefar liftens to the thundering war, 275 

He comes, he comes, yet ere his foldier dies, 
Like lightning iwift the winged warrior flies t 
Hafte then to death, to conqueft hafte away ; 
Well do we fall, for Caefar wins the da^. 
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He (poke, and ftraight, as at the tnimpet^s found, 
Rekindled warmth in every breaft was found j 
Recaird from flight, the youth admiring walt> 
To mark their daring fcllow^foldier's fate. 
To fee if haply viitue mij^ht prevail, 
^nd, ev'n beyond their hopes, do more than greatly 

High on the tottering wall he rears his head. 
With flaughterM carcafes around him fpread j 
"With nervous arms uplifting thefe he throws, 
Thefe rolls oppreflive, on afcending foes. 
Each where materials for his fury lie. 
And all the ready ruins arms fupply : 
Even his fierce felf he feenis to aim below, 
JHLeadlong to (hoot, and dying dart a blow. 
Now his tough ftaff repels the fierce attack. 
And tumbling, drives the bold alfails^nts back : 
Now heads, now hands he .lops> the carcafe falls, 
Whilftthe cknch'd finders j;ry)e the topmoft wall 
Here ftones he heaves ; the mafs defcending full, 
Cruihes the brain, and ihivers the frail fcull. 
Here burning pitchy brands he whirls around $ 
Infixed, the flames hifs in the liquid wound, 
J^eep drenchM in death, in flowing crimfon drown 
And now the fwelling heaps of flaughterM foe: 
Sublime and equal to the fortrefs rofe ; 
'Whence, forward, with a leap, at once he fpning. 
And fliot himfelf amidft the hoflile throng. 
So daring, fierce with rage, fo void of fear, 
iBounds forth the (potted pard, and fcorns the hu 
fpear. 
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The cloflng ranka; tfie; warrior ftraight enfold. 

And, compafsM in their fteely circle, hold. 310 

Undaunted ((ill, around the ring he roams. 

Fights here and there, and every where o'ercomes 5 

Till, cloggM with blood, his fword obeys but ill* 

The di^hites of its vengeful mafter's will j 

Edgelefs it falls, and though it pierce no more, 315 

Still breaks the batterM bones, and bruifes fore. 

Mean time, on him, the crouding war is bent. 

And dart9 from every hand, to him are fent ; 

It look'd at fortune did in odds delight. 

And had in cruel fport ordain'd the fight ; 320 

A wondrous match of war ihe feem'd to make. 

Her thousands here, and there her one to flake i 

As if on nightly terms in lifls they ran, 

And armif s wsrt but equsd to the man. 

A thoikand darts upon his buckler ring, 325 

A thoufand javelins round his temples fing ; 

Hard bearing on his head, with many a blow. 

His fteely helm is inward taught to bow. 

The mifllve arms, fix*d all around, he wears. 

And ev*n his fafety in his wounds he bears, 

FencM with a fatal wood, a deadly grove of fpears. 

Ceafe, ye Pompeian warriors 1 ceafe the flrife, 

Nor, vainly, thus attempt this fingle life j 

Your darts, your idle javelins caft afide, 

And other arms for Scaeva^s death provide : 335 

The forceful rams refifUefs horns prepare. 

With all the ponderous raft machines of war ; 

Let 
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Let dreadful flames, let tnafly rocks be thrown^ 
With engines thunder on, and break him down. 
And win thfs Cxfar's foldier, like a town. 
At length, his fate difdaining to delay. 
He hurls his (hield*s negle£led aid away, 
Refolves no part whatever from death to hide. 
But ftaiids unguarded now on every fide. 
Incumber*d fore with many a painful wound, 
Tardy and ftifF he treads the hoftile round ; 
Gloomy and fierce his eyes the crOud furvey, 
Mark where to fix, and fmgle out the prey. 
Siich, by Getulian hunters compafs^d ill) 
The vaft unwieldy elephant is feen : 
All cover'd with a fteely ihower from far, 
Rouzing he fhakes, and fheds the fcatter'd war j 
In vain the diftant troops the fight renew. 
And with frefh rage the ftubbom foe purfue j 
IJnconqufcr'd ftill the mighty f^vage ftands. 
And fcbms the malice of a thoufand hands. 
Not all the v^ounds a thoufand dahs can make, 
'Though all find place, kiingle life can take. 
When lo f addreft with fome fuccefsful vow, 
'A fhaft, fure flying from a Cretan bow. 
Beneath the warrior's brow was feeh to light. 
And funk,' deep piercing the left orb of -fight. 
But he (fo rage infpir'd, and mad difdain) 
Remorfelefs fell, and fenfelefs bf the pain. 
Tore forth the bearded arrow from the wound. 
With ftringy nerves bcfmear'd aitd wrapp'd around 
And ftamp'd the gory jelly on the ground. 
5 
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Pannonian woods the growling bear, 

fix'd, grows fiercer for the hunter's Tpear, 

on her wound, runs madding round with paiii> 

atches at the flying (haft in vain. 

from his eyelefs hollow ran the blood, 

ideous o'er his mangled vifage flow'd 5 

n'd each awful, each feverer grace, 

eird the manly terrors of his face. J7S 

.6^ors raife their joyful voices high, 

rith loud triumph ftrike the vaulted iky: 

efar thus a general joy had fpread, 

jh Caefar's felf like Scaeva thus had bled. 

us, the wounded foldier, in his breaft, y\ 

fing indignation deep r^preft, ^ 

lus, in humble vein, his haughty foes addreft : 3 

;t your rage, ye Romans, ceafe, he faid, 

jnd your fellow-citixen your aid ; 

>rc your darts nor ufelefs javelins try 

which I bear, will deaths enow fupply^ 
forth your weapons, and behold I die. 
her'bear me hence, and let me meet 
)om beneath the mighty Pompey's feet : 
e great, 'twere brave, to fall in arms, 'tii true, 
renounce that glorious fate for you. 
/ould I yet prolong this vital breath, 
uit even Caefar, fo 1 fly from death. 
: wretched Aul«s liften'd to the wile, 
and greedy of the future fpoil 5 355 

icing fondly on, with heedlefs eafe, 
►light the captive and his arms to feizc, 

S When, 
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When, ere he was aware, his thundering fword 
Deep in his throat the ready Scaeva gor'd. 
Warm'd with the (laughter, with frcfh rage he burns^ 
And vigour with the new fuccefs returns. 
So may they fall (he faid) by juft deceit, n 

Such be their fate, fuch as this fool has met, > 

Who dare believe that I am vanquilh'd yet ! -J 

If you would ftop the vengeance of my fword, 
^rrnn Caefar's mercy be your peace implor'd, 
There let your leader Icneel, and humbly own his lord, 
Me ! could you meanly dare to fancy, me 
Bafe, like yourfelves, and fond of life to be ! 
But know, not all the names which grace your catiie. 
Your reverend fenate, and your boafted laws. 
Not Pompey*6 felf, n«t all for which you fear. 
Were e'er to you, like death to Scaeva, dear. 
Thus while he fpoke, a rifing duA betray*d 
Caefarian legions marching to his aid. 4x5 

Now Pompey*8 troops with prudence feem to yieUI^ 
And to increaiing numbers quit the field $ 
DifTembling ihame, they hide their foul defeat. 
Nor vanquiftiM by a iingle arm retreat. 
Then fell the warrior, for till then he ftood ; 410 

HU manly mind fupply^d the want of blood. 
It feem*d as rage bad kindled life anew. 
And courage to oppofe, from oppofition grew* 
But now, when none were left him to repel. 
Fainting for want of foes, the vi6lor fell. 425 

Strsught with officious hafle his friends draw near, 
And, raifing, joy the noble load to bear s 

T» 
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To reverence and religious awe inclinM, -^ 

Admiring, they adore his mighty mind, > 

That god within his mangled breaft inflirin'd. ^ 

The wounding weapons, ftain^d with ScsBva*s blood, 

Inke facred relics to the gods are vowM : 

Forth are they drawn from every part with care. 

And kept td drefs the naked God of War. 

Oh { happy foldier, had thy worth been try'd. 

In pious«daring, on thy country^s fide ! 

Oh ! had thy fword Iberian battles known. 

Or purple with Cantabrian daughter grown ; 

ikiw had thy name in deathlefs annals fhone i 

But now no Roman Paean ihalt thou fing, 440 

Nor peacefiil triumphs to thy country bring. 

Nor loudly bleft in folemn pomp fhalt move, ^ 

Through crcmding ftreets, to Cq)itolian Jove, ^ 

The laws defender, and the people's love i ^ 

Oh, haplefs vi6):or thou I oh, vainly brave I 445 

How haft thou fought, to make thyfelf a flave ! 

Nor Pompey,-thus repulsM, the fight declines, 
Nbr reils encompafsM round by Caefar's lines ; 
Once more he means to force his warlike way. 
And yet retrieve the fortune of the day, 450 

Sd when fierce winds with ang^ ocean ftrive. 
Full on the beach the beating billows drive ; 
Stable awhile the lofty mounds abide, 
Ch^k the proud furge, and ftay the fwelling tide : 
Yet reftltfs ftill the waves unweary*d roll, 455 

Work underneath at length, and Tap the finking mole* 
With force renewed the baffled warrior bends. 

Where to the ihore the jutting wall extends i 

S X There 
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There proves, by land and fca, his various might. 
And wins his paflage by the double fight. ^ 

Wide oer the plains diffused his legions range. 
And their dofe camp for freer fields exchange. 
So, rais d by melting dreams of Alpine fnow. 
Beyond his utnioil margin fwells the Po, 
And loofcly lets the fpreadiag deluge flow t 
iVhere-e'cr the weaker banks oppreft retreat. 
And fink beneath the heapy waters weight. 
Earth gufhing at the breach, they burft their way. 
And wafteful o>r the drowned country ftray : 
Far diftant fields and meads they wander o*«r, ^ 
And vifit lands they never knew before ; 
Here, from its feat the mouldering earth is torn. 
And by the flood to other mafters borne ; 
While gathering, there, it heaps the growing foil, 
ATid loads the peafant with his neighbour''s fpoil. ^ 

S^on as afcending high, a rifing flame. 
To Caeikr's fight, the combaf s fignal, came. 
Swift to the place approaching near, he found 
The ruin fcatter'd by the victor round, 
And his proud labours humbled to the ground. 
Thence to the hoftile camp his%eyes he turns. 
Where for their peace, ar.d fleepiecure, he mourns. 
With rancorous defpite, and envious anguifli, bums. 
At length refolv'd (fo rage infpir'd his bread) 
He nxeans to break the happy vigor's reft j 4 

Once more to kindle up the fatal ftrife, 
^nd daih their joys with hazai-d of his life. 
Straight to Torquatus fierce he bends his way, 
(Torquitus ncai -J Bcighbouring caftlc lay) 
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f ut he, by pnident caution taught to yield, 490 

Trufta to his walls, and quits the open field ; 

There, fafe within himfelf, he (lands his ground. 

And lines the guarded rampart ftrongly round. 

So whenr the Teamen from afar defcry 

The clouds grow black upon the lowering fky, 

Hear the winds roar, and mark the Teas run high, 

They furl the fluttering fheet with timely care. 

And wifely for the cqpning ftorm prepare. 

But now the victor, with reiiftlefs haile, 

Fropd o^er the ramparts of the fort had paft ; 500 

When fwift defcending from the rifing grounds, 

Pompey with lengthening files the foe furrounds. 

As when in .^tna^s hollow caves below, 

K^und the vaft furnace kindling whirlwinds blow 3 

Rouz'd in his baleful bower the giant roars, 505 

And with a burft the burning deluge pours ; 

Then pale with horror flirieks the fhuddering fwain. 

To fee the fiery ruin fpread the plain. 

Nor with lefs horror Cxfar^s bands behold 

Huge hoftile dufty clouds their rear infold ; 510 

Unknowing whom to meet, or whom to (hun. 

Blind with their fear, full on their fates they run. 

Well, on that day, the world repofe had gain'd. 

And bold rebellion's blood had all been drained. 

Had not the pious chief the rage of war reftrainM. 

Oh, Rome ! how free, how happy hadft thou been ! 

Thy own great miftrefs, and the nations queen ! 

Had Sylh, then, thy great avenger ftood, 

And dy'd bis thu'fty fword in traitors blood. 
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^uty oh ! for ever (halt thou now bemoan 
The two extremes, by which thou wcrt undone^ 
The ruthlefs father, and too tender fon. 
With fatal pity, Pompey, haft thou fpar'd. 
And given the blacked crime the beft reward s 
How had that one, one happy day, withheld 525 

The blood of Utica, and Munda^s field \ 
The Pharian Nile had known no crime more groife 
Than fome vile Ptolemy*$ untimgly fate ; 
Nor Afric, then, nor Juba, had bemoanM, 
l^or Scipio^t blood the Punic ghofts atonM ; 539^ 

Cato had, for his country's good, furviv*d> 
And long in peace a hoary patriot liv^d $ 
Kome had not worn a tyrant's hated chain. 
And Fate had undecreed Pharfalia's plain. ^' 

But Caefar, weary of th' unlucky land, 535 

Swift to i^mathia leads his ihatter'd band ; 
While Pompey's wary friends, with caution wife. 
To quit the baffled foe's purfuit advife. 
To Italy they point his open way. 
And bid him make the willing land his prey. . 5441. 
Oh I never, (he replies) fliall Pompey come^ 
Like Caelar arm'd, and terrible to Rome ; 
Nor need I* from thofe facred walls have fied,. 
Could I have borne our ftrcets with (laughter red. 
And fecn the Forum pi I'd with heaps of dead. 
Much rather let me pine in Scythia's froft. 
Or burn on fwarthy Libya's fultry coadf 
No clime, no diftant region, is too far, 
Where I can banifh, with me» fatal war*. 

Ifle^ 
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I fled, to bid my country's forrows ceafej 550 

And fliall my vi£lorie8 invade her peace ? 
Let her but fafe and free from arms remain. 
And Caefar (till (hall think, ihc wears his chain. 

He fpoke, and eaftward ibught the foreft wide. 
That rifing clothes Candavia's fhady fide ; 555 

Thence to ^mathia took his deftinM way, 
Relerv'd by fate for the deciding day. 

Where Eurus blows, and wintery funs ai'ife, 
Theflklia's boundary proud Ofla lies j 
But when the god protrafls the longer day, 560 

Pelion'*^ broad back receives the dawning ray. 
Where through the Lion's fiery fign he flies, 
Othrys bis leafy groves for fhades fupplies. 
On Pindus ftrikes the fady weftern light. 
When glittering Vefper leads the ftairy night, 565 
Northward, Olympus hides the lamps, tliat roll 
Their paler fires around the frozen pole. 
The middle fpace, a valley low dcprefs'd, 
Once a wide, lazy, (landing lake pofTcfs'd j 
While growing ftill the Iieapy waters ftood, 570 

Nor down through Tempe ran the ru(hing flood ; 
fiut when Alcides to the taflc apply'd. 
And cleft a pa(rage through the mountains wide j 
Gu(hing at once the thundering torrent flow'd. 
While Nereus groan'd beneath th' incrcafing load, 575 
Then rofe (oh, that it ftill a lake had lain !) 
Above the waves Pharfalia's fatal plain. 
Once fubjefl to the great Achilles' reign. 
Then Phylace was built, whofe warriors boaft 
Their chief hrA landed on the Troian co;v.ft.\ ^^"^ 
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Then Pteleos ran her circling wall around^ 

And Dorion, for the Mufes' wrath renown'di 

Then Trachin high, and Meliboea flood. 

Where Hercules his fatal (hafts befiow'd }, 

LariiTa flrong arofe, and Argos, now 58^5 

A plain, fubmitted to the labouring plow. 

Here ftood the town, if there be truth in fame. 

That from Boeotian Thebes receiv'd its name* 

Here fad Agave's wandering fenfe retum'd. 

Here for her murderM fon the mother mournM $ j^^ 

With dreaming tears (he walbM his ghaftly head. 

And on the funeral pile the precious relick laid. 

The gufhing waters various foon divide. 
And every river rules a feparate tfde 5 
The narrow ^as runs a limpid flood, 595^- 

Evenos bluihes with the Centauf s blood j 
That gently mingles with th' Ionian fea, 
While this, through Calydonia, cuts his way^ 
Slowly fair lo's aged father falls. 
And in hoarfe murmurs his loft daughter calls. 6o* 
Thick Acheloiis rolls his troubled waves. 
And heavily the neighbour iflcs he laves 5 
While pure Amphryfus winds along the mead. 
Where Phoebus once was wont his flocks to feed : 
Oft on the banks he fat a fhepherd fwain, 605 

And watchM his charge upon the grafly plain. 
Swift to the main his courfe Sperchios bends. 
And, bounding, to the Malian gulph defcends. 
No breezy air near calm Anauros flies. 
No dewy mifts, nor fleecy clouds arife. 610 

Here 
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Here Phoenix, Melas, and Afopus nin^ 

And ftrong Apidanus drives flow Enipeus on. 

A thoufand little brooks, unknown to fame,, 

Are mixM, and loft in Peneus^ nobler name : 

Bold Titarefus fcorns his rule, alone, 615- 

Andy join'd ta Peneus, ftill himfelf is known : 

As o*er the land his haughty, waters glide. 

And roll, unmingling,. a fuperior tide. 

*Tis faid, through feoret channels winding forth, 

Deep as from Styx. he takes his hallowM birth : 629 

Thence, proud to be rever'd by gods on high, 

He fcorns to mingle with a mean ally. 

When rifing grounds uprear'd at length their heads, 
Aoid rivers fhrunk within their oozy beds j 
Bebrycians firft are faid, with early care, 615 

In furrows deep to dnk the ihining ihare. 
The Lelegians next, with equal toil. 
And Dolopes, invade the mellow foil. 
To thefe the bold Solids fucceed, 
Magnetes, taught to rein the fiery fteed, 
And Minyx, to explore the deep, decreed. 
Here pregnant by Ixion''s bold embrace,. 
The mother Cloud dlfcIosM the Centaurs' race : 
la Pelethronian caves flic brought them forth. 
And fiird the land with many a monftrous birth. 635- 
Here dreadful Monychus firft faw the light. 
And proved on Pholoe's r/uding rocks his might ; 
Here talleft trees uprooting Rhcecus bore, 
Which baffled ftorms had try'd in vain before. 
Here Pholus, of a gentler human bread, 640 

Received the great Alcides for his gueft. 

Here, 
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Here, with brute-fury, luftful Neffas try*d 
To violate the hero's beauteous bride, 
'Tis juftly by the fatal fliaft he dyM. 
This parent land the pious leach confeft, 645 

Chiron, of all the double race the beft : 
'Mid ft golden ftars he ftands refulgent now. 
And threats the fcorpion with his bended bow* 
Here love of arms and battle reignM of old. 
And formed the firft ThefTalians fierce and bold : 650 
Here, from rude rocks, at Neptune^s potent ftroke. 
Omen of war, the neighing courfer broke j 
Here, taught by Ikilful riders to fubmit. 
He champM indignant on the foamy bit. 
From fair Theffalia's Pegafaean (hore. 
The lirft bold j«nc the daring warriors borCj 
And taught the fons of earth wide oceans to 
Here, when Itonus held the regal feat, 
The ftu'bborn fteel he firft fubdued with heat. 
And the tough bars on founding anvils beat 1 
In furnaces he ran the liquid brafs. 
And caft in curious works the molten mafs. 
He taught the ruder artift to refine, 
Explored the filver and the golden mine. 
And ftampd the coftiy metal into coin. 
From that old xra avarice was known. 
Then all the deadly feeds of war we\c fown ; 
Wide o'er the world, by tale, the mifchief ran. 
And thofe curft pieces were the bane of man. 
Huge Python, here, in many a fcaly fold, 6j9 

To Cyrrha's cave a length enormous roird ; 

5 Hence> 
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Hence, P3rthian games the hardy Greeks renown, 

And laurel wreaths the joyful vidor crown. 

Here proud Alseus diirft the gods defy. 

And taught his impious brood to fcale the (ky : ^75 

While mountains pird on mountains interfere 

With heaven's bright orbs, and ftop the circling fphere. 

To this curft land, by Fate's appointed doom, 
With one confent the warring leaders come $ 
Their camps are fix'd, and now the vulgar fear,. 680 
To fee the terrible event fo near. 
A few, and but a few, with fouls ferene. 
Wait the difclofing of the dubious fcene. 
Sut Sextus, mix'd among the vulgar herd. 
Like them was anxious, and unmanly fear'd : 6t^ 
A youth unworthy of the hero's race. 
And bom to be his nobler fire's difgrace. 

A day fliall come, when this inglorious Ton- 
Shall ftain the trophies all by Pompey won ; 
A thief, and fpoiler, fhall he live cor.fefs'd, 690 

And aft thofe wrongs his father's arm i-edrefs'd; 
Vex'd with a coward'*s fond impatience now. 
He pries into that fate he fears to know ^ 
Nor fbeks he, with religious vows, to move 
The Delphic Tripod, or Dodonian Jove j 6^$ 

No prieftly Augur's arts employs his cares. 
Nor Babylonian fecrs, who rc:id the ftr^rs ; 
He nor by fibres, birds, or lightning's fires. 
Nor any jiirt, though fecret, rites inquires ; 
But horrid altars, and infernal powers, 
Dire myfteries of magic he explores, 
Such as high heaven and gracious Jove abhors. 

He 
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He thinks^ His little thofe above can know. 

And feeks accurft afllftance from below. 

The place itfelf the impious means fupplies, 705 

While near Haemonian hags incampM he lies : 

All dreadful deeds 9 all monftrous forms of old. 

By fear invented^ and by falfehood told, 

Whatever tranfcends belief, and reafon's view. 

Their art can furnifh, and their power makes true. 7 !• 

The pregnant fields a horrid- cix>p produce. 
Noxious, and fit for witchcraft's deadly ufe : 
With baleful weeds each- mountain's brow is hung. 
And liftening nocks attend the charmer*s fong. 
There, potent and myfterious plants arife, 715- 

flants that compel the gods, and awe the ikies j 
There, leaves unfolded to Medea's view. 
Such as her native Colchos never knew. 
Soon as the dread Haemonian voice afcends, 
Through the whole vaft expanfe, each power attends 5. 
Ev'n all thofe fullen deities, who know 
No care of heaven above, or eai'th below,, 
Hear and obey. Th' Aflyrian then, in vain. 
And Memphian priefts, their local gods detain § 
From every altar loofe at once they fly, 7* 5-. 

And with the Wronger foreign call comply. 

The coldeft hearts Theflalian numbers warm, 
And ruthlefs bofoms own the potent charm j 
With monftrous power they rouze perverfe defire. 
And kindle into luft the wintery fire : 730 

Where noxious cups, and poifonous philtres fail,^ 
More potent fpells and niyftic verfe prcvaiL 

No 
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No draughts Co ftrong the knots of love prepare, 

Cropt from her younglings by the parent mare. 

Oft, Allien bridegrooms, who unkindly -fled 735 

From blooming beauty, and the genial bed. 

Melt, as the thread runs on, and fighing, feel 

The giddy whirling of the magic wheel. 

Whenever the proud inchantrefc gives command, 

Eternal motion ftops her a^ive hand^ 74* 

No more heaven* s rapid circles journey on. 

But univerfal natuK ftands foredone t 

The la^ god of day forgets to rife. 

And everlafting night pollutes the fkies. 

Jove wonders, to behold her ihake the pole, 745 

And, unconfenting, hears his thunders roll. 

Now, with a word, (he hides the fun'< bright face. 

And blots the wide sthereal azure fpace : 

Loofely, anon, (he (hakes her flowing hair. 

And ftraight the ftormy lowering heavens are fair : "59 

At once, ihe calls the golden light again. 

The clouds fly fwift away, and flops the driaJy rain. 

In ftilleft calms, (he bids the waves run high, 

And fmooths the deep, though Boreas fliakes the (ky; 

When winds are hu(h'd, her potent breath prevails, 755 

Wafts on the bark, and Alls the flagging fails. 

Streams have run back at murmurs of her tongue. 

And torrents from the rock fufpended bung. 

No more the Nile hie wonted feafons knows. 

And in a line the (h*aight Mxander flows. 760 

Arar has rufli'd with headlong waters down. 

And driven unwillingly the fluggiih Rhone, 

Huge 
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Huge mountains ha?e l>een ]e?erd with the plam. 

And far from heaven has tall Olympus lain. 

;lliphaean cryftal has been known to melt, 7^5 

And Scythian fnows a fudden^ fummer felt. 

No longer preft by Cyndiia^s moifter beam. 

Alternate Tethys heaves her fwelling ftreim } 

By charms forbid, her tides revolve no more, 

J3ut (hun the margin of the guarded ihore. yft 

The ponderous earth, by magic numbers* ftruck» 

Down to her in moft centre d^p has ihoek $ 

Then rending with 9 yawn, at once made way. 

To join the upper, and the nether day $ 

-While wondering eyes, the dreadfril deft between, 775 

Another ftarry firmament have feen. 

Each deadly kind, by nature form'd to kill. 

Fear the dire hags, and execute their will. 

Lions, to them, their nobler rage fubtait. 

And fawning tigers couch beneath their feet^ 780 

For them, the fnake foregoes her wintery hold,^ 

And on the hoary froft untwines her fold : 

The poifonous race they ftrike with ftronger death. 

And blafted vipers die by human breath. 

What law the heavenly natures thus conftrains, ^^ 
And binds ev*n godheads in-refiftlefs chains ? 
What wondrous power do charms and herbs imply. 
And force them thus to follow, and to fly? 
What is it can command them to obey ? 
Does choice incline, or awful terror fway ? 79a 

Do fccrct rites their deities atone. 
Or myftic piety to man unknown ? 

Bo 
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Do ftroDg enchantments ali immortals brave ? 

Or is there one determined god their (lave ? 

One, whofe command obedient nature a\vet, 

Who^ fubjefl ftill himfelf to magic laws, 

Afts only as a iervile fecond caufe ? 

Magic the ftany lamps from heaven can tear^ 

And ihoot them gleaming through the duiky air^ 

Can blot fair Cynthia's countenance ferene, 8oa 

And poifon with foul fpells the fUver queen : 

Now pale the ghaftly goddefs fhrinks with dread* 

And now black fxnoky fires involve her head i 

As when earth's envious interpofmg (hade. 

Cuts off her beamy brother from her aid : 805 

Held by the charming fong* (he ftrives in vain. 

And labours with the long purfuing pain $ 

Till down, and downward ftill, compelled to come. 

On hallow'd herbs ihe Iheds her fatal foam. 

But thefe, as arts too gentle, and too good. 
Nor yet with death, or guilt enough embrued. 
With haughty fcorn the fierce £n£iho view'd. 
New mifchief (he, new mongers durft explore. 
And dealt in horrors never known before. 
From towns and hofpitable roofs fhe flies, 815 

And every dwelling of mankind defies ; 
Through unfrequented deferts lonely roams, 
Drives out the dead, and dwells within their tombs. 
Spite of all laws, which heaven or nature know, 
The rule of gods above, and man below $ 820 

Gratefiil to hell the living hag defcends. 
And iiu in black aflemblies of the fiends* 

Dark 
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J)ark matted elf-locks dangling on her brow, 
J'^ilthy, and foul, a loathfome burden grow : 
Ghaftly, and frightful-pale her face is feen. 
Unknown to ohearful day, and (kies ferene : 
But when the ftars are veiJM, when ftorms ariie, * 
And the blue fbrky flame at midnight flies. 
Then, forth from graves, flie takes her wicked wa; 
And thwarts the glancing lightnings as- they play. 
Where-e'er ihe breathes, blue poifons round hi 

fpread, 
The withering grafs avows her fatal treai3. 
And drooping Ceres hangs her blafted head. 
Kor holy rites, nor fu^ipliant prayer (he knows. 
Nor feeks the gods with facrificei or vows : 
Whatever (he offers is the fpoil of urns. 
And funeral fire upon her altars burns 5 
■ Nor needs (he fend a fecond voice on high, 
ScarM at the fir((, the trembling gods comply. 

Oft in the grave the living has (he laid. 
And bid reviving bodies leave the dead : 
Oft at the funeral pile (he feeks her prey. 
And bears the fmoking a(hes warm away 5 
Snatches feme burning bone, or flaming brand. 
And tears the torch from the fad fathcr*s hand ; 
Seizes the (hroud's loofe fragments as they fly. 
And picks the coal whtre clammy juices fry. 
But when the dead in marble tombs are plac'd. 
Where the moi(t caicafe by degrees (hall wafte. 
There, greedily on every part (he flies, 
"Strips the dry nails, and digs the gory eyes* 
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Her teeth- from gibbets gnaw the ftrangling noofe. 

And from the crofs dead murderers unloofe ; 

Jfer charms the-ufe of fun-dry'd marrow find. 

And huiky entrails withered in the wind ; 855 

Oft drops the ropy gore upon her tongue. 

With cordy finews oft her jaws are ftning. 

And thus fufpended oft the filthy hag has hung, 

Wherc-e'er the battle bleeds, and flaaghter lies. 

Thither, preventing birds and beads, fhe hies j •S6o 

Nor then content to feixe the ready prey. 

From their fell Jaws (he tears their food away : 

She marks the hungry wolfs pernicious tooth. 

And joys to rend the morfel from his mouth. 

Nor ever yet remorfe could ftop her hand, S65 

When human gor^ her curfed rites demand. 

Whether fome tender infant, yet unborn. 

From the lamenting mother's fide is torn ; 

Whether her purpofe alks fome bolder fliade. 

And by her knife, the ghoft fhe wants, is made 5 870 

Or whether, curious in the choice of blood. 

She catches the firft guihing of the flood ; 

All raifchief is of uTe, and every murder good. 

When blooming youths in early manhood die. 

She (lands a terrible attendant by ; S75 

The downy, growth from off their cheeks fhe tears, 

Or cuts left-handed fome fele£led hairs. 

Oft when in death her gafping kindred lay. 

Some pious office would fhe feign to pay ^ 

And while clofe hovering o'er the bed ihe hung, S80 

Bit the pale lips^ and cropt the quivering tongue ; 

T Then, 
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Then, in hoarfe murmurs, ere the ghoil could go, 
Mutter'd fome meflPage to the fhades below. 

A fame like this around the region fpready 
To prove her power, the younger Pompey led* t% 
Now half her fable courfe the night had run. 
And low beneath us roll'd the beamy fun 5 
When the vile youth in filencerrofs'd the plain. 
Attended by his wonted worthlefs train. 
Through ruins wafte and old, long wanderingTound, 89 
Lonely upon a rock, the hag they found. 
There, as it chanced, in fuUen mood fhe fate, 
Ponderihg upon the war's approaching fate : 
At that fame hour, fhe ran new numbers o'er, 
And fpells unheard by hell itfelf before; S$ 

Fearful, left wavering deftiny might change. 
And bid the war in diftant regions range. 
She charm'd Pharfalia's field with early care. 
To keep the warriors and the flaughter there. 
So may her impious arts in triumph reign, ^ 

And riot in the plenty of the /lain : 
So, many a royal ghoft fhe may command, ' 

Mangle dead heroes with a ruthlefs hand, j 

And rob of many an urn Hefptria^s mourning land* 
Already fhe enjoys fhe dreavlful field, ^c 

And thinks what fpoils tke rival chiefs (hall yield | 
With what fell rage each corfe fhe ihall invade. 
And fly rapacious on the proftrate dead. 

To her, a lowly fuppliant, thus begun 
The noble Pompey's much unworthy fon : <aj 

Hail ! mighty miftrefs of Haemonian arts. 
To v^hom ilcrn Fate her dark decree* impartsj 
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At thy approving, bids her purpofe ftand. 

Or alters it at thy rever'd command. 

From thee, ' my humbler awful hopes prefume 915 

To learn my father^s, and my country's doom ; 
Nor think tSiis grace to one unworthy done, 
When thou (halt know me for great Pompey's Ton; 
With him, all fortunes am I bom to fhare, 
His ruin^s partner, or his empire^s heir* 929 

Let not blind dhance for ever wavering ftand^ 
And awe us with her unrefolving hand : 
I own my mind unequal to the weight. 
Nor can I bear the pangs of doubtful fate : 
Let it be certain what we have to fear, 925 

•And then— no matte r Let the time draw near. 
Oh let thy clhanns this truth from heaven conipel. 
Or force the dreadful Stygian gods to tell. 
Call death, all pale and meagre, from below, 939 
And from herfelf her fatal purpofe know j 
Conftrain'd by thee, the phantom ihall declare 
Whcan flie decrees to ftrike, and whom to fpare, 
Nor ever can thy Ikill divine forefee. 
Through the blind maze of long futurit}'. 
Events more worthy of thy arts, and thee. 

Pleas *d that her magic fame diffufely flies* 936 

Thus, with a horrid fmile, the hag replies. 

Hadft thou, oh noble youth, my aid implor'd. 
For any lefs decifion df the fword 5 
The gods, unwilling, fliould my power coilfefs, 94.# 
And crown' thy wiflies with a full fuccefs. 
Hadft thou defirM fome Angle friend to fave, 
liO&g had my charms withheld him from the grave : 
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Or would thy hate fame foe this inftant doom. 
He dies, though heaven decrees him years to coflic* 945 
But when effe^^s are to their caufes chained. 
From everlafting, mightily, ordain'd j 
When all things labour for one certain end, 
>\nd on one a6tion centre and depend : 
Then far behind we own our arts are caft, 950 

And magic is by fortune's power furpafs'd. 
Howe'er, if yet thy foul can be content, 
Only to know that undifclosM event 5 
My potent charms o'er nature fliall prevail. 
And from a thoufand mouths extort the tale s 955 

This truth the fields, the floods, the rocks, ihall tell, 
" The thunder of high heaven, or groans of hell ; 
Though, ftill, more kindly oracles remain. 
Among the recent deaths of yonder plain. 
Of thefe a corfe our myftic rites (hall raife, .56^ 

As yet unlhrunk by Titan's parching blaze 5 
So (hall no malm the vocal pipes confound. 
But the (ad fhade (hall breathe, diftin6l in human iauiid« 
While yet fhe fpoke, a double darknefs fprea4» "% 
Black clouds and murky fogs involve her headj > 
While o'er th' unbury'd heaps her footfteps treacl. -i 
Wolves howl'd, and fled where-e'er fhe took bee w^. 
And hungry vultures kft th^ mangled prey j 
The favage race, abafh'd, before her yield, ' 

And while fhe culls her prophet, quit the iicldui. |)7# 
To various carcafes by turns Akc flies. 
And, griping with her gory fingers, tries j 
Till one of perfeft organs can be found. 
And fHi^rous lung« uninjurM by a wound. 

Of 
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€>f all the fitting ftiadows of the flain, 975 

Fate doubts which ghoft ihall turn to life again. 

Af her ftrong bidding (fuch is her command) 

Armies at once had left the Stygian ftrand j 

Helps multitudes had waited on her charms, 

Afid legions of the dead had ris'n to arms. 9?^ 

Among tlie dreadful carnage ftrew'd around, 

Otoe, for her purpofe fit, at length flie found 5 

In his pale jaws a rufty hook ihe hung^ 

And dragg'd the wretched lifelefs load along ; 

Anon, beneath a craggy cliff fhe ftaid, 985 

And in a dreary delve her burden laid j 

There evermore the wicked witch delights 

To do her deeds accurs'd, and pra£life hellifh rites. 

Low as th6 realms where Stygian Jove is crownM, 
Subfides the gloomy vale within the ground ; 990 

A downward grove, that never knew to rife, 
Qf (hoot its leafy honours to the fkies, 
Ffom hanging rocks declines its drooping head. 
And covers in the cave with dreadful fhade j 
Within difmay, and fear, and darknefs dwell, 995 
And filth obfcene befmears the baleful cell. 
There, lafting night no beamy dawning knows^ 
No light but fuch as magic flames difclofc 5 
Heavy, as in Taenarian caverns, there 
In dull flagnation fleeps the lazy air. looo 

There meet the boundaries of life and death. 
The borders of our world, and that beneath j 
Thither the rulers of th' infernal court 
Pcnnit their airy vaflals to refort ; 

i". 3 Thence 
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Thence with like eafe the forcerefs could tell, ico^x 
As if defcending down, the deeds of hell. . 
And now ihe for the foleron talk, prepares, . 
A mantle patchM with various threads (he wears. 
And binds, with twining fnakes, her wilder hairs, 
All pale, for dread, the daftard youth (he fpyM^ loio 
Heartlefs his mates ftood quivering by his fide. 
Be bold [ (ihe cries) difmifs this abjeft fear j 
Living and human (hall the form appear. 
And breathe no founds but what ev'n you may hear< 
How had your vile, your coward fouls been quellM, 
Had you the livid Stygian lakes beheld y 1016 

Heard the loud floods of rolling fulphur roar. 
And burft in thunder on the burning fhore ? 
Had you furvey'd yon prifon-houfe of woe. 
And giants bound in adamant below ? xoio. 

Seen the vaft dog with curling vipers fwell. 
Heard fcreaming Furies, at my coming, yell. 
Double their rage, and add new pains to hell ? 
This ikid, flie runs the mangled carcafe o'er. 
And wipes from every wound the crufty gore 5 10*5. 
Now with hot blood the frozen bread. flie warms. 
And with ftrong lunar dews confirms her charms. 
Anon (he mingles every monftrous birth. 
Which nature, wayward and perverfe, brings forth. 
Nor entrails of the fpotted Lynx (he lacks, xoj* 

Nor bony joints from fell Hyama's backs ; 
Nor deer's hot marrow, rich with fnaky food j 
Nor foam of raging dogs that fly the flood. 
Her ftcre the tardy Remora fuppiies, 
With (tones from eagles warm^ ^d dragons eyes ; 

Snake 
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Snakes that on pinions cut their airy way, 1036 

And nirably o'er Arabian deferts prey j 

The viper bred in Erythraean ftreams, 

To guard in -coftiy fliells the growing gems $ 

The flough by Libya's horned ferpcnt caft. 

With afties by the dying Phoenix placed 

On odorous altars in the fragrant ead. 

To thefe (he joins dire drugs without a name, 

A thoufand poifons never known to fame ; 

Herbs o'er whofe leaves the hag her fpells had fung, 

And wet with curfed fpittle as they fprungj 1046 

With every other mifchief moft abhorred. 

Which hell, or worfe Eri6lho, could afford. 

At length, in murmurs hoarfe her voice was heard. 
Her voice, beyond all plants, all magic fear'd. 
And by the loweft Stygian gods reverM. 
Her gabbling tongue a muttering tone confounds, 
Difcordant, and unlike to human founds : 
It feem'd, of dogs the bark, of wolves the- howl, 
TJie doleful fkreeching of the midnight owl; 1055 

The hifs of fnakes, the hungry lion's roar^ 
The bound of billows beating on the fhorc ; 
The groan of winds amongft the leafy wood, 
And burft of thunder from the rending cloud : 1059 
'Twas tliefe, alFthefe in one. At length fhe breaks 
Thus into magic verfe, and thus the gods befpeaks. 

Ye Furies ! and thou black accurfed hell ! 
Ye woes I in which the damn'd for ever dwill 5 . 
Qhaos, the world, and form's eternal fuc ! 
And thou fole arbiter of all below, . T065 

T 4 Plut% ! 
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Pluto ! whom nithlefs fates a god ordain. 
And doom to immortality of pain 5 
Ye fair Elyfian manfions of the bleft, 
Where no ThefTalian channer hopes to reft ; 
Styx ! and Perfephone, compelled to fly 107^ 

Thy fruitful mother, and the chearful iky ! 
Third Hecate I by whom my whifpers breathe 
My fecrct purpofe to the ihades beneath j 
Thou greedy dog, who at th' infernal gate. 
In everlafting hunger, ftill doft wait ! ^^7$ 

And thou old Charon, horrible and hoar I 
For ever labouring back from fliore to fliore : 
Who murmuring doft in wearinefs complain. 
That I fo oft demand thy dead again ; 
Hear, all ye powers ! If e'er your hell rejoice, 1080 
In the lov'd horrors of this impious voice ; 
If ftill with human flelh I have been fed, 
If pregnant mothers have, to pleafe you, bled ; 
If from the womb thefe ruthlcfs hands have torn 
Infants, mature, and ftruggling to be born 5 1085 
Hear and obey ! nor do I aflc a ghoft, 
Long fince received upon your Stygian coaft ; 
But one that, new to death, for entrance waits^ 
And loiters yet before your gloomy gates. 
Let the pale (hade thefe herbs, thefe numbers hear. 
And in his well-known warlike form appear. 
Here let him'ftand, before his leader's fon. 
And fay what dire ev^ts are drawing on : 
If blood be your delight, let this be done- 
Foaming (he fpoke : then rear'd her hateful Bead, 
And hard at hand beheld th' attending (hade. 

Too 
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Too well the trembling fprite the carcaffe knew, 

And fear'd to enter into life anew j 

Fain from thofe mangled limbs it would have run, 

And, lothing, ftrove that houfe of pain to ftiun, iioo 

Ah ! wretch ! to whom the cruel fates deny 

That privilege of human kind, to die \ 

Wroth was the hag at lingering death's delay. 

And wonder'd hell could dare to difobey ; 

With curling fnakes the fenfelefs trunk fhe beats, 1105 

And curfes dire, at every la(h, repeats; 

With magic numbers^ cleaves the groaning ground, 

And, thus, barks downwards to th' abyls profound : • 

Ye fiends hell-born, yt fitters of defpair ! 
Tiius ? is it thus my will becomes your care ? 11 10 
Still fleep thofe whips within your idle hands, 
Nor drive the loitering ghoft this voice demands ? 
But mark me well ! my charms, in Fate's defpite, 
Shall drag you forth j ye Stygian dogs, to light 5 
Tbix>ugh vaults and tombs, where now fccure you roam - 
My vengeance ftwll purfue, and chace you home. 
And thou, oh ! Hecate, that dar'll to rile, 
Variotis and alter *d to immortal eyes, 
No more /halt veil thy horrors in difg^ife j 
Still in thy form accurfed /halt thou dwell, i 

Nor change the face that nature made for hell. 
Each myflery beneath 1 will difplay, 
And Stygian loves ihall Hand confefs'd to day. 
Thee, Proferpine ! thy fatal fealt I '11 (how. 
What leagues detain thee in the realms below, 
And why thy once-fond mother loathe thee now. 

At 
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At my command, earth's barrier fliall remove, • 

And piercing Titan vex infernal Jove j 

Full on his throne the blazing beams /hall beat. 

And light abhorr'd affli£l the gloomy feat. 1 1 30 

Yet, am I yet, ye Allien fiends, obey'd ? 

Or muft I call your mailer to my aid ? 

At whofe dread name the trembling Furies quake. 

Hell (lands abafh'd, and earth's foundation fhake ? 

Who views the Gorgons with intrepid eyes, ^*3S 

And your unviolable flood defies ? 

She faid ; and, at the word, the frozen blood 
Slowly began to roll its creeping flood j 
Through the known channels dole the purple tide, 
And warmth and motion through the members glidej. 
The nerves are ftretch'd, the turgid mufcles fwell. 
And the heart moves within its fecret cell ; 
The haggard eyes their ftupid lights difclofe, 
And heavy by degrees the corpf&arofe. 
Doubtful and faint th' uncertain life appears, ii45' 
And death, all-o'er, the livid vifage wears. 
Pale, ftiff, and mute, the ghaftly figure ftands. 
Nor knows to fpeak, but at her dread commands* 
When thus the hag ; Speak what I wifh to know. 
And endlefs reft attends thy (hade below j 11 50* 

Reveal the truth, and, to reward thy pain, 
No charms fhall drag thee back to life again $ 
Such hallow'd wood (hall feed thy funeral fire, 
Siich numbers to thy laft repofe confpire. 
No fifter of our art thy ghoft (hall wrongs X155 

Or force thee Uften to her potent fong, 

Since 
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Since the dark gods in myftic tripods dwell. 
Since doubtful truth* ambiguous prophets tell j 
While each event aright and plain is read, 
To every bold inquirer of the deed : 1 i6ot 

Do thou unfold what endthefe wars (hall wait, 
Perfons, and things, and time, and- place relate. 
And be the j.uft Interpreter of Fate. 

She fpoke, and, as flie fpoke, a fpell (he made, 
That gave new prefcience to th' unknowing (hade. 1 165 

When thus the fpeftre, weeping all for woe ; 
Seek not from me the Parcae's will to know. 
I faw not what their dreadful looms ordain^ 
Too foon recaird to hated life again 5 
Recaird, ere yet my waiting ghoft had pafs'd 117*^ 
The filent ftream, that wafts us all to reft. 
All I could learn, was from the loofe report 
Of wandering (hades> that to the banks refort. 
Uproar, and difcord, never known till now, 
Difbadl the peaceful realms of death below j 1175- 

From blifsful plains of fweet Elyfium fome. 
Others from doleful dens, and torments, come ; 
While in the face of every various (hade, 
The-woes of Rome too plainly might be read. 
In tears lamenting, ghofts of patriots ftood, 11 So. 

And mourn'd their country in a falling flood j . 
Sad were the Decii, and the Curii leen, 
And heavy was the great Camillus' mien : 
On fortune loud indignant Sylla raiPd, 
And Scipio his unhappy race bewail'd ; X185 

The Cenfor fad forefaw his Cato's doom^ 
Refolv'd to die for liberty, and Rome. 

S Of 
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Of all the ihades that haunt the happy field. 

Thee only, Brutus ! fmiling I beheH ; 

Thee, thou firft conful, haughty Tarqtrin*s drdidi -jt 

From whofe juft wrath the confcious tyrant f)ed, > 

When freedom firft uprear'd her infant head. J^ 

Meanwhile the damnM exult amidft their pains, 

And Catiline audacious breaks his chain»% 

There the Cethegan naked race I viewM, 1195 

The Marii fierce, with human gore en^brued. 

The Gracchi, fbnd of mifchief-making laws^ 

And Drufi, popular in faftion's catsfe; 

All clap*d their hands in homble applaufe. 

The crafli of brazen fetters rung around, 1200 

And heirs wide caverns trembled with the found. 

No more the bounds of fate their guilt conftraio,. 

But proudly they demand th^ Elyfian plain. 

Thus they, while dreadful Dis, with bufy cares, 

New torments for the conquerors prepares 5 1205 

New chains of adamant he forms below. 

And opens all his deep referves of woe : 

Sharp are the pains for tyrants kept in ftore, 

And flames yet ten times hotter than before. 

But thou, oh noble youth I in peace depart, riio 

And footh, with better hopes, thy doubtful heart s 

Sweet is the reft, and blifsful is the place. 

That wait thy fire, and his illuftriou« race* 

Nor fondly feek to lengthen out thy date^ 

Nor envy the furviving vigor's fatej 1215 

The hour draws near when all alike muft yield. 

And death ihall mix the fame of every field* 

4. Hafto 
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Hstfte then, with glory, to your deftin'd end. 

And proudly from your humbler urns defcend j 

Bold in fupeiior virtue ihall you come, i^a o 

And trample on the demigods of Rome. 

Ah ! what ihall it import the mighty dead, -j 

Or by the Nile or Tiber to be laid ? > 

'Tis only for a grave your wars are made. ^ 

Seek not to know what for thyfelf remains, 12-25 

That (hall be told in fair Sicilians plains ; 

Prophetic there, thy father's /hade (hall rife. 

In awful vifjon to thy wondering eyes : 

He (hall thy fate reveal j though doubting yet. 

Where he may beft advife thee to retreat. 1230 

In vain to various climates (hall you run, -j 

In vain purfuing Fortune ft rive to (hun, > ♦ 

In Europe, Afric, Aiia, ftill undone. ^ 

Wide as your triumphs (hall your ruins lie. 

And all in diftant regions (hall you die. 1235 

Ah, wretched race ! to whom the world can yield 

No fafer refuge, than Emathia-s field. 

He faid, and with a filent, mournful look, 
A laft difmiflion from the hag befpoke. 
Nor can the fprite, difcharg'd by death^s cold hand, 1240 
Again be fubje6l to the fame command ; 
But charms and magic herbs muft lend their aid. 
And render back to reft the ti oubled (hade. 
A pile of hollow'd wood £ri£Vho builds, 
The foul with joy its mangled carcafe yields j 2245 
She bids the kindling flames afcend on high, 
And leaves the weary wietch at length to die. 

Then, 
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Then, while the fecret dark their footfteps hides, 
Homeward the youth, all pale for fear, fhe guides ; 
"And, for the light began to ftreak the eaft, i25» 

With potent fpells the dawning (he reprcfs'd 5 
Commanded night's obedient queen to ftay, 
'And, till they reached the canjp, withheld the riling day. 
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XUCAN^S PHARSALIA. 

JB O O K VII. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

J[n the Seventh Book is told, firft, Ponipey's dream 
the night before the battle of Pharfalia j after that, 
the impatient defire of his army to engage, which 
is reinforced by Tully. Pompey, though againft 
his own opinion and inclination, agrees to a battle. 
Then follows the fpeech of each general to hrs 
army, and the battle itfelf : the flight of Pompey j 
Caefar's behaviour after his vi6lory j and an invec- 
tive againft him, and the very country of Theflaly, 
for being the fcene (accordmg to this and other 
authors) of fo many misfortunes to the people of 
Rome. 

*T ATE, and unwilling, from his watery bed, 
J— ' Uprear'd.the mournful fun his cloudy head; 
He ficken'd to behold Emathia'splain, 
And would have fought the backward- eaft again : 
Full oft he tum'd him from the deftin'd race, ^ 

And wifh'd fome dark eclipfe might veil his radiant facs* 

Pompey, meanwhile, in pleafing viHons paft 
The night, of all his happy nights the laft. 
It feem'd, as if, in all his former ftate> 
Jn his own theatre fecure he fate : at 

About his (ide unnumbered Romans croud^ 
.Aiuli joyful> (hout his much-loy'd name aloud i 

The 
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The echoing benches feem to ring around^ 
And.his charm'd ears devour the pkafing found* 
Such both himfetf, and fuch the people feeniy 115 

In the falfe profpeft of the feigning dream s 
As when in early manhood's beardlefs bloom. 
He ftood the daiiing hope and joy of Rome« 
When fierce Sertorius by his arms fuppreft. 
And Spain fubdued, the conqueror confeft : tm 

When rais'd with honours never known before. 
The confuPs purple, yet a youth, he wore : 
When the pleas'd fenate fat with new dolight. 
To view the triumph of a Roman knight. 

Perhaps, when our good days no longer laft, z^ 
The mind runs backward, and enjoys the pail : 
Perhaps, the riddling viiions of the night 
With contrarieties delude o«r fight ; 
And when fair fcenes of pleafure they difelo(b. 
Pain they foretel, and fure enfuing woes. ^0 

Or was it not, that, fmce the fates ordain 
Pompey fhould never fee his Rome again, 
One laft good office yet they meant to do. 
And gave him in a dream this parting view ? 

Oh, may no tntmpet bid the leader wake! .3^ 

Long, let him long the blifsful dumber take ! 
Too foon the morrow's fleeplefs night will come. 
Full frill ght with (laughter, mifery, and Rome 5 
With horror, and difmay, thofe ftiades ihall rife. 
And the loft battle live before his eyes. 40 

How bleft his fellow-citizens had been. 
Though but in- dreams) their Pompey to have fecn ! 

Oh! 
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^h 1 that the gods^ in pity> would allow, 

•Such long-tiy'd friends their deftiny to know ; 

So each to each might their fad thoughts convey, 45 

And make the moft of their laft mournful day. 

Oiut now, unconfcious of the ruin nigh. 

Within his native land he thinks to die : 

"Mrhile her fond hopes with confidence prefume, 

•Nothing.fb terrible from fate can come. 

As to be robb'd of her lov*d P«mpey's tomb. 

Had the fad city Fate*« decree foreknown. 

What floods, fad falling, ihould her lofs bemoan t 

Then ihould the lu&y youths and fathers hoar, 

Widi mingling tears, their chief renown^ deplore $ 55 

■Maidtk matrons, wives, and babes> a helpleis train. 

As once for godlike Brutus^ ihould complain ; 

Their treffes Ihould they tear, their bofoms beat, 

Attd cry loud-wailing in the doleful Arttt. 

Nor (halt tho«» Rome, thy gulhing forrows keep, 60 
Though aw'd by Cscfar, and -forbid to weep j 
Though, while he tells thee of thy Pompey dead, 
ile (hakes his threatening fauchion oVr thy head, 
lamenting crouds the conqueror (hall meet. 
And with a peal of groans his triumph greet | €5 

In fad proceiTion, (ighing (hail they go, 
And (lain his laurels with the ((reams of woe. 

Hut now, the fainting (lars at length gave way. 
And hid their vanquiih'd (ii*es in beamy day ; 
When round the leader's tent tlie legions croud, 70 ' 
And, urg'd by fate, demand the fight aloud. 
Wnrtches \ that long their little lite to wafte. 
And hurry on thofe hours that fly too fail 1 

U To© 
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Too foon, for thoufands, (hall the day be done^ 

Whofe eyes no more (hall fee the fetting fun. 

Tumultuous fpeech th* impuKive rage confeft^ 75 

And Rome's bad genius rofe in every breaft. 

"With vile difgrace they blot their leader's name. 

Pronounce ev'n Pompey fearful, (low, and tame» 

And cry, He (inks beneath his father's fame. 

Some charge him with ambition's guilty views. 

And thick *tis power, and empire, he puH^es | 

That, fearing peace, he pra£Ufes delay. 

And would, for ever, make the world obey. 

While eaftem kings of lingering wars complain, S4 

And wi(h to view their native realms again. 

Thus when the gods are pleas'd to plague mankindf 

Our own ra(h hands are to the ta(k aflign'^l j 

By them ordain'd the tools of Fate to be. 

We blindly a^ the mifchiefs they decree $ .50 

We call the battle, we the fword prepare, 

And Rome's deftrudlion is the Roman prayer* 

Th^ ^aeral voice, united, TuUy Ukes, 
And for the reft the fweet perfuader fpeaks $ 
Tully, for happy eloquence rencwn'd, 95 

With every Roman grace of language crowtiMj 
Beneath whofe rule and government rever'd. 
Fierce Catiline the peaceful axes fear'd t 
But now, detain'd amidft an armed throng, <% 

Where loft his arts, and ufelefs was his tongue, > 
The orator had borne the camp too long. ^ 

He to the vulgar fide his pleading draws. 
And thus eaforcei much their feeble caufe t 

F«r 
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that fortune for thy arms has done, 
f «£une acquired, thy battles won ; 105 

boon her iuppliant vows implore, 
would*ft deign to ufe her aid once more : 
Pompey ! kings and chiefs -unite, 
laftiie proud Caefary aik the fight. 
»ne man againft the world combinMy no 
:ftru£iion> and embroil mankind ? 
the vanqui.ih*d nations munHuring fay, 
e thy <onque(ls icut tnehr winged way ; 
' behold thy virtue lazy now, 
ee move thus .languiihing and (low ? 115 
thofe fUes that warm'd thee to be gneat ? 
r*fou]« and confidence in Fate > 
the g^s ungratefully miftruft ? 
lie fenate*5 facred caule unjufl ? 
th' impatient enfign^ yet withheld : 120 

lou, thus, to victory comp^llM ? 
Rome^s chief, and in her caufe, appear ? 
> choofe the fields and ihe appoints it here* 
8 ardor of the world withftood, 
1 world, that thirfts for Cefar's blood? 1x5 
I the troops with indignation ftand, 
n trembling in an eager hand, 
unwillingly, the laft command. 
.' fenate then, and let them know, 
by fervants, or their fervant thou } X39 

I'd the lifteaing chief, who well could read 
delufion by the gods decreed $ 
fates malignantly incHnM, 
hn purpofe, an4 perplex hit miwi* 

U % Siace 
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Since thus (he cryM) it ib by all decreed^ 
Since my impatient friends and country need 
My hand to fight, and not my head to lead| 
Pompt" y no longer fhall your fate delay, 
But let pernicious Fortune take her way, 
And waile the world on one devoted day. 
But, oh 1 be witnefs thou, my native Rome, 
With wh:it a fad fore-boding heart I come ; 
To thy hard fate unwillingly I yield. 
While thy rafh fons compel me to the Md« 
How eafily had Cacfar been fubdued, 
And the bleft victory been free from .blood ! 
But the fond Romans cheap renown diidain. 
They wifh for deaths to purple o'er the plain^ 
And reeking gore their guilty fwords to ftain. 
Driven by my fleets, behold, the flying foe .. 
At once the empire of the deep £orego^ 
Here by neceflity they feem to fland, 
Coop'd-up within a corner of the land. 
By famine to the lad extremes compelled. 
They fnatch green harvefts from th' unripcn'd field j 
And wifli we may this only grace afford, 
To let them die like foldiers, by the fword. 
'Tis true, it feems an earneft of fuccefs, 
That thus our bolder youth for aftion prefs t 
But let them try their in mod hearts with care, 
Apd. judge b^wixt true valour and rafli fear} 
Let them be lure this eagcrnefs is right. 
And certain fortitude demands the fight. 
In war, in dangers, oft it has been known. 
That fear hus.di-iven the headloxig coward on. 
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Give me the man, whofc cooler foul can wait, 

With patience, for the proper hour of Fate. 

See what a profperous face our fortunes bear ! 

Why (honld we tnift them to the chance of war ? 

Why muft we rifle the world's uncertain doom, 170 

And rather choofe to fight, than overcome ? 

Thou Goddefs Chance ! who to my carefwl hand 

Haft giveti this wearifome fupreme command 5 

If I have« to the ta(k of -empire jult. 

Enlarged the bounds committed to my truft 5 175 

Be kind, and to thyfelf the rule refuine, 

And, in the fight, defend the caufe of Rome : . 

To thy own crowns, the wreath of conqueft join j 

Nor let the glory, nor the crime, be mine. 

Bot fee ! thy hopes, unhappy Pompey ! fail : iS© 

We fight J and Caefar's ftronger vows prevail. 

Oh, what a fcene of guilt this day (hall ihow ! 

What crouds fhall fall, what nations he laid low I 

Red (hall Enipeus run with Roman blood. 

And to the margin fwell his foamy flood. 1S5 

Oh ! if our caufe my aid no longer need, 

Oh I may my bofom be the firft to bleed : 

Me let the thrilling javelin foremoft ftrike^ 

Since death and vidlory are now alike. 

To-day, with nlin (hall my name be join'd, 190 

Or ftand the common curfe of all mankind 5 

By every woe the vanquifh'd (hall be known,^ 

And every infamy the vi«5lor crown. 

lie fpokc ; and, yielding to th' impetuous croud. 
The battle to lu» frantic bands allowM. 195 

U 3 v^« 
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So, when long vex'd by ftormy Corus' blaft, 
7'he weaiy pilot quits the helm at laft; 
He leaves his veflel to the winds to guide. 
And drive unfteady with the tumbling tide. 

Loud through the camp the rifing munnun ibuiidy n 
And one tumultuous hurry runs around. $: 
Sudden their bufy hearts began to beaf, 
And each pale vifage wore the marks of Fate* 
Anxious, they fee the dreadful day is corae^ 
That muft decide the deftiny of Rome!^^ at^ 

This fingle vaft concern employs the hod^ 
And Drivate fears are in the public loft. 
Should earth bei%nt, (hould darknefs qqeBckthe fbn) 
Should fwelling fea^ above the mountains nuiy 
Should unwerfal nature's end draw near, ^ % 

"Who could have leifure for himfelf to fcaj? ? '' 

With fuch confent his fafiety each forgot. 
And Rome an,d Pompey took up svery^ thought* 

And now the warriors all, with bufy care,. 
Whet the dull fword, and point the blunted fpear ; s 
With tougher nerves they ftring the bended bow. 
And in full quivers ftcely Ihafts beftow j 
The horferaan fees his furniture made fit. 
Sharpens the fpur, and bumiihes the bit j 
Fixes the rein, to check or urge his fpeed,. a 

And animates to fight the fnorting fteed.. 
Such once the b^ify gods employments were. 
If mortal men to gods we may compare, 
When earth's bold fons began their impious war. 
The Lcmnian power, with many a ftroke, rcftor'd 7 
Plue Neptune's trident, and ftem Mars's fword ; 
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In tcnible array, the bluc-ey'd maid - 
The horrors 6f her Gorgon (hield difplay'd ; 
Phcebus his once victorious (hafts renewed, 
Bifus^d, and rufty with the Python*s biood ; 230 

While> with unwearyM toil, the Cyclops ftrove 
To forge new thunders for imperial Jove. 
Noc. wanted then dire omens^ to declare- 
What cuHl events Theflalia's plains prepare; 
Black (Hr^s opposed againft the warriors lay, 23-^ 
And lightnings thwarted their forbidden wayj 
Full in their eyes the dazzling flafhes broke. 
And with amaze their troubled fenfes ftroke: 
Tadl fiery columns in the (kies were feen, 
With watery Typhons interwove between. 240 

. Glancing along the bands fwift meteors (hoot, 
*AmA from th^ hehn the plumy honours cut ; 
Sudden the flame difTolves the javelin's head. 
And liquid runs the (binmg fkely blade. 
Strange to, bdiold ! their weapons difappear, 245^ 

While fulphurous odour taints the fmoking air. 
The (hindard, as unwilling to be borne. 
With pain frSn the tenacious earth is torn : 
Anon, black fwarms hang cluftering on its height. 
And prefg the bearer with unwonted weight. 2 5^ 

Big drops of grief each fweating marble wears. 
And Parian gods and heroes (land in tears. 
No more th* auspicious vi^im tamely dies. 
But furious from the hallowM fane he flies j 
Breaks off the rites with prodigies prophane, 255; 

And bellowing feeks £m:ithia's fatal pUim 

U 4 Bufi 
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But who, O Caefar ! who were then thy gods ? 
Whom didft thou Aimmon from their dark abodes ?' 
The Furies liften'd to thy grateful vows. 
And dreadful to the day the powers of hellarofe. s^o% 

Did then the monfters, fame records, appear ? 
Or were they only phantoms formM by fear ? ?. 

Some faw the moving mountains meet like foes, •• 
And rending earth new gaping caves difclofe. < 
Others beheld a fanguine torrent take if^ 265; 

Its purple courfc, through fair Bccbeis" lakei 
Heard each returning night, portentous, yi^ 
Loud fhouts of battle on Pharfalia's field. 
While others thought they faw the light decajt 
And fudden (hades opprefs the fainting day { * »70> 
Fancy'd wild horrors in each other*s face, , 

And faw the ghofts of all their hury"4 race; • ' 

Beheld them rile and glare with pale affright, 
And (lalk around them, in th^ new-made jaight. 
Whate'er the caufe, the croud, by fate decreed, « 
To make their brothers, fons, and fathers bleed, > 
Confenting, to the prodigies agreed 5 ^• 

And, while they thirfl impatient for that%lood, 
Blefs thefe nefarious omens all as good. 

But wherefore ihoulil we wonder, to behold aS9 
That death's approacli by madr.efs was foretold ? 
Wild are the wandering thoughts which laft furvive 5 
And thefe had not another day to live. 
Thefe fliook for what they faw; while diftant climes. 
Unknowing, trembled for Emathia's crimes. 285 

Where Tyrian Gades fees the fctting fun. 
And whert Araxes' rapid waters run. 

From 
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From thc^bright orient to the glowing weft, 

Ih every nation, every Roman breaft 

The terrors of that dreadful day confeft. 

Where Aponut firft fprings in fmoky fteam, 291 

And full Timavus rolls his nobler ftream j 

Upon a hill that day, if fame be true,. 

A learned augur iat the ikies to view : 

"'TIS come, the great event is come (he cryM) 295 

Our impious chiefs their wicked war decide. 

Whether tlie feer obferv'd Jove's forky flame. 

And markM the firmament^s difcordant frame j 

Or whether, in that gloom of fudden night, 

The ftruggling Am declarM the dreadful fight : 310 • 

From the firft birth of morning in the fkies. 

Sure never day like this was known to rife j 

In the blue vault, as in a volume fpread. 

Plain might the Latian defliny be read. 

Oh -Rome I oh people, by the gods aflign^d 305 

To be the worthy mafters of mankind 1 
On thee, the heavens with all their fignals wait, 
And fuifering nature labours with thy fate. 
When thy great names to lateft times conveyed. 
By fame, or by my verfe immortal made, 310 

In free-born nations juftly iliall prevail, 
And rouze their pafllions with this noi>]eft talc j 
How fliall they fear for thy approaching doom. 
As if each paft event were yet to come ' 
How fliall their bofoms Iwell with vaft concern, 315 
And long the doubtful chance of war to learn ! 
Ev'n then the favouring world wjth thee fliall join, 
And every hor.cll heart to Pompey's caulc incline. 

Dc- 
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Defcendtng, now, the bands in juft array^ 
From burnifliM.armsreflefi the beamy dayj 
In an ill hour they ipread the fatal field. 
And with portentons blaze the neighbouring mountc 

gild. 
On the left wing, bold Lentulus, their head. 
The firft and fourth fele^led legions led : 
Lucklefs Domitins, Tainly brave in war. 
Drew forth the right with unaufpicious care. 
In the mid battle daring Scipio fought. 
With eight full legions from Cilicia brought* 
SubmifTive here to Pompey^s high command* 
The warrior undiftinguifh*d took his ftand, 
RefervM to be the chief on Libyans burning fand. 
Near the low marfhes and Knipeus* Hood. 
The Pontic horfe and Cappadocian ftood. 
While kings and tetrarchs proud, a purple train, 
Leigemen and vaflfals to the Latian reign, 
Poflefs'd the rifing grounds and drier plain. 
Here troops of black Numidians fcour the field. 
And bold Iberians narrow bucklers wield j 
Here twang the Syrian and the Cretan bow. 
And the fierce Gauls provoke their well- knovm foe. 

Go, Pompey, lead to death th* unnumberM h»fl 
Let the whole human race at once be loft. 
Let nations, upon nations, heap the plain. 
And tyranny want fubjtfts for its reign. 

Csfar, as chance ordained, that mom decreed 
The fpoiling bands of foragers to lead 5 
When, with a fuddcn, but a glad liirprize, 

The foe dcicending llruck his wondering eyes. 

Ea£ 



JLUCAN^S PHARSALIA, Boor VII. 299. 

Zager> and burning for unbounded fway, 

I<ong had he borne the tedious war^s delay ; 3-5» 

X«ong had he ftruggltd with protra£Ving time. 

That favM has country, and deferF*d bis crime : 

At length he fees the wifhM^for day is eomcy 

To end the ftrife for liberty, and' Rome 5 ^-' 

Fate*s dark myAerious threatenings to explain,, 555. 

And eafe th* impatience of ambition *s pain.. 

But, when he fawthe vaft event Co nigh, 

Unuiiial horror damped hts impious joy-;, 

For one cold moment funk his heart fuppreis'df 

And doubt hung heavy on his anxious breaA. ^6a 

Though his paft fortunes promife now fuccefs,. 

Yet Pompey, from his own, expefls no lefs. 

His changing thoughts revolve with various cheery 

While thefe forbid to hope, and thofe to fear. 

At length his wonted confidence returns, 365 

With his firft fires his daring bofom burns $ 

As if fecure of vidory, he ftands. 

And fearlefs thus befpeaks the liflening bands : 

Ye warriors I Mrho have made your Csefar great. 
On whom the world, on whom my fortunes wait, 370 
To-day, diegod^ whatever you wifh, afford. 
And fate attends on the deciding fword. 
By your firm aid alone your leader ftands. 
And trufts his all to your long-faithful hands » 
This day fhall make our promisM glories good> 375 
The hopes of Rubicon*s diftinguiihM flood. 
For this bleft mom we trufted long to fate. 
Deferred our fame, and bad the triumph wait. 

This 
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This day, my gallant friends, this happy day, 

8hall the long labours of your arins repay j 3 

Shall give you back to every joy of life. 

To the lov'd offspring and the tender wife i 

Shall find my veteran out a fafe retreat. 

And lodgd^fiis age within a peaceful feat. 

The long difpute of guilt (hall now be cleared, $! 

And conqucft (hall the juftar caufe reward. 

Have you, for me, with fword and fire laid wafte 

Your country's bleeding bofom, st you paft I 

Let the i'arae fwords as boldly ftrike to-day. 

And the laft wounds (hall wipe the firft away. 3 

Whatever fa£lion's partial notions are, 

No hand is wholly innocent in war. 

Yours is the cau(e to which my vows are join'd, 

I feek to make you free, and matters of mankind. 

1 have no hopes, no wilhes of my own, 3 

But well could hide me in a private gown : 

At my expence of fame, exalt your powers, 

Let me be nothing, fo the world be yours. 

Nor think the talk too bloody (hall be found. 

With eafy gloiy fiiall our arms be crown'd ; 4 

Yon hoft come learn'd in academic rules, 

A band of difputants from Grecian fchools. 

To thefe, luxurious eaftem crouds are join'd. 

Of many a tongue, and many a differing kind : 

Their own firft /houts fhall fill each fuul with feirs, 

And their own trumpets fhook their tender eai*8. ^ 

Unjuftly this, a civil war, we call. 

Where none but foes of Rome, barbarians, fall. 
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X)n then, my friends ! and end it at a blow ; 
Lay tbefe foft, lazy, worthlefs nations low. 410 

Shew Pompey, that Aibdued them, with what eafe 
Yotir valour gains fuch vi£lories as thefe : 
Shew hiqfi, if juftice ftiil the palm confers. 
One, triumph was too much for all his wars! 
From dii^ant Tigris (hall Armenians come, 415 ' 

To judge between the citizens of Rome ? 
Will fierce barbarian Aliens wafte their blood. 
To make the caufe of Latian Pompey good ? 
Belfeve me, no. To them we are all the fame, 
Th^ hate alike the whole Aufonian Name ^ 4i« 

But moil thofe haughty matters whom they know. 
Who taught their fervile vanquifhM necks to bow. 
' Mdln -while, as round my joyful eyes are roU'd, 
None but my try'd companions I behold ; 
For years in Gaul we made our hard abode, 425 

And many a march in partnerftiip have trod. 
Is there a foldier to your chief unknown ? 
A (word, to whom I truft not, like my own ? 
Could I not mark each javelin in the fky. 
And fay from whom the fatal weapons fly ? Jif^^^ 

Ev'n now I view aufpicious furies rife. 
And I'age redoubled flafhes in your eyes. 
With joy thofe omens of fuccefs I read. 
And fee the certain viftory decreed ; 
I fee the purple deluge float the plain, 435 

Huge piles of carnage, nations of the (lain : 
Dead chiefs, with mangled monarchs, I furvey. 
And the pale fenate crowns the glorious day. 

But» 
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But, oh ! forgive my tedious laviih tongue* 

Your eager virtue I withhold too iong{. ;. 4 

Mj foul «xult8 with hopes too fierce to bear, 

I feel good fortune and <the gods draw near. 

All we can aik, with full coni«nt they ^eld, , . 

And nothing bars us but this narrow fields; 

The Jbattle 6*eT^ what boon can Iiieny ? t 4 

The tivafures of the world before you lie. 

Oh ThcfTaly ! what ftara, what poWers divine,' 

To thy diftinguiih'd land <this great event affign ? 

Between extremes, to-d^>our fortune lie^ 

The vileft punlfiunenr, and nobleft piize. *^ 4 

Coniider well the captive^s loft^ftAte,^ 

Chain?, racks, and crones, for the vanqui(h*d wait. 

My limbs are each allotted to its' place, 

And my pale head the Roftrum*s height (hall grace : 

But that *s a thought un>ijrorthy Csefar^s care, 4 

More for my friends than for myfelf I fear. 

On my good iword iecurely I rely, * 

And, if I oonquer not, am fare to die. 

But oh ! for you my anxious foul forefees, 

Pompey Hiall copy Sylla^s curft decrees j ^ 

The Martian field (hallblufh with gore again. 

And maflacres once more the peaceful Septa (bin. 

Hear, oh ! ye gods^ who in Rome's ftrugglings (har 

Who leave your heaven, to make our earth your can 

Hear, and let him the happy vi6lor live, 4 

"Who ftiall with mercy ufe the power you give 5 

Whofe rage for daughter with the war (hall ceafe, 

And (pare his vanqui(h'd enemies in peace. 
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Nor is Dytrhachium^t fatal field >forgoty 
Nqj' what wa»theirour brave'companions lot^ .. 470 
* When« by advantage of the ftraitcr ^roundy 
SjDCcefsfttI .P«mpey cora|Mr8*d us around ) 
When quite difarmVl yonr^vfeltfe valour ftood, 
THl hi& fett fwoid was fatiated with blood. 
But gentler hands, but nobler hearts you bear, 
Afld, oh I ' remember ^tis your leader^s prayer^ 
Whatever Roman flies before you> fpare. 
But, while dpposM and menacing they ftand« 
Iict*nb regard withhold the lifted hand ; 
Let finendfliip, kin4redy all renioritf> give place, 480 
And mangling wounds defomi the reverend face : 
Stip'let refiftance be repaid with blood, 
And hoftile force by-hoftile force fubdued i 
Stranger, or friend, whatever be the naine« 
Your merit ftill, to C^far, is the fame. 485 

Fill then the trenches, break the jamparts round. 
And let our works lie level with the ground ^ 
So ihall no obftacles our march delay, 
Nor Hop one moment our victorious way. 
Nor fpare your cainp ; this night we mean to lie 490 
In that from whence the vanquifh'd foe (hall fly. 

Scarce had he fpoke, when, fudden at the word. 
They feize the lance, and draw the fliining fword : 
At once the tur{y fences all lie wafte. 
And through the breach the crouding legions hafte $ 495 
Regardlefs all of order and array 
Tbey (land, and truil to fate alone the day. 
Each had proposed an empire to he won, 
Hftd each once known a Poippey for his fon ^ 

lUd 
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iHad Caefar's foul informed each privftte brMft» 50** 
A fiercer fuiy could not b^ cxprefd*d. 

With^ fad prefages, Pompeyy now, bebeld 
His foes advancing o'er the neighbouring field & 
He favv the gods had fixM the day af fate, 
And felt his heart hang heavy with new wei|t1it. 505 
Dine is the omen when fhe valiant fear. 
Which yet he (hove to hidr/'with well-^diflem&led cheer. 
High on his warrior fteed> the chief o'^erran 
The wide array, and thus at length began t 

The time to «afe your groaning country's pain, 5i« 
Which long your eager Vlilour fought in vain j 
The great deciding hour at length is come. 
To end the drivings of diftrafted Rome : 
■For this one iaft effort exert your power, 
■ Strike home to day, and all your toils are o'er. . 515 
If the dear pledges of connubial Idve, 
Your houfhold-gods, and^Rome, your fouls can more* 
Hither by fate they feem together brought. 
And for that prize, to-day, die battle ihall be fought. 
.Let none the favouring ^ods alTiftance fear ; 510 

They always make the jufter calife their care. 
The flying dart to Csefar fhall they guide. 
And point the fword at his devoted fide ; 
^Our injured laws fhall be on him made good. 
And liberty eftablifli'd in his blood. . 515 

•Could heaven, in violence of wrath, ordain 
The world to groan beneath a tyrant's reign, 
Jf had not IparM your Pompcy's head fo long, 
Nor lengthened out my age to fee the wrong. 

AU 
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All we can wifli icr, to tscart GicctCs, 53* 

With large advantage, here, our arms pofTeft : 

See, In the ranks of e^jery common band. 

Where Rome*8 illuftrious names for foldiers ftand. 

Could the great dead revifit life again, 

For ns, once more, the Decii would be (lain | 535 

The Curii, and Camilli, might we boaft, 

Froud to be mingled in this nobleft hoft. 

If men, if multitudes^ can make us ftrong, 

3ehold what tribes unnumberM march along ! 

•Where-e*er the Zodiac turns its radiant round, 54O 

Where-ever earth, or people, can be found i 

To us the nations iflfue forth in fwarms, 

Axid in Rorae*« caufe all human nature arms. 

What then remains, but that our wings inclofe. 

Within their ample folds, our ihrinking foes ? 545 

Thoufands, and thoufands, ufelefs, may we fparc j 

"Yon handful will not half employ our war. 

Think, from the fumnrit of the Roman wall, 

irou hear our lood-lamenting matrons call ; 

Think with what tears, what lifted hands, they fuc, 55a 

And place their laft, their only hopes in you. , 

>Imagine kneeling age before you fpread, 

£ach hoary reverend majeftic head j 

Imagine, Rome herfelf your aid implorM, 

To fave her from a proud imperious lord. 555 

Think how the prefent age, how that to come. 

What multitudes from you expe6l their doom s 

On your fuccefs dependent all rely ; 

Thefe to be bom in freedom, thofe to die. 

X Think 
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Think (if there be a thought can move you morej 
A pledge more dear than thofe I nam'd before) 
Think you behojd (were fuch a pofture meet) 
Ev'n me, yoyrPompey, proftrate at your feet. 
Myfelf, my wife, my fons, a fuppliant band. 
From you our lives and liberties demand i 
Or conquer you, or I, to exile born, 
My laft di (honourable years fliall mourn, 
Your long reproach, and my pr9ud father*8 fcom 
From bonds, from infamy, your general fave, 
Kor let his hoary head defcend to earth a flave« 

Thus while he fpoke, the faithful legions rounc 
With indignation caught th^ mournful found j 
Falfely, they think, his fears thofe dangers view. 
But vow to die, ere Caefar proves them true. 
What differing thoughts the various hofts incite. 
And urge their deadly ardour for the fight ! 
Thofe bold amhition kindles into rage. 
And thefe their fears for liberty engage. 
How (hall this day the peopled earth deface, 
Prevent mankind, and rob the growing race I 
Though all the years to come fhould roll in peace. 
And future ages bring their whole increafe ; 
Though nature all her genial powers employ, 
AH fhall not yield what thefe ciuft hands deftroy. 
Soon ihall the greatnefs of the Roman name. 
To unbelieving ears, be told by fame $ 
Low fliall the mighty Latian towers be laid. 
And ruins crown our Alban mountain*s head ; 
While yearly magiftrates, in turns compeUM 
To lodge by night upon th' uncovered field, 
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Shall at old doting Numa*s laws repine, 

Who could to fuch bleak wilds bis Latino rites aflign. 

Ev'n now behold ! where wafte Hefperia lies, 

Where empty cities ihock our mournful eyes j 

UntouchM by time, our infamy they (land, 595 

The marks of civil difcord's murderous hand. 

How is the ftock of human-kind brought low ! 

Walls want inhabitants, and hands the plow. 

Our fathers fertile fields by flaves are tilPd, 

And Rome with dregs of foreign lands is fiUM : 609 

Such were the heaps, the millions of the flain, 

As 'twere the purpofe of Emathia's plain, 

That none for future mifchiefs fhould remain. 

Well may our annals lets misfortunes yield, 

Mark Allia's Hood, and Cannae's fatal field ; 605 

But let Pharfalia's day be ftill forgot. 

Be rasM at once from every Roman thought. 

'Twas there, that fortune, in her pride, difplay'd 

The greatnefs her own mighty hands had made; 

Forth in array the powers of Rome ftie drew, 610 

And fet her fubjeft natrons all to view; 

As if (he meant to (hew the haughty queen, 

Ev*n by her ruins, what her height had been. 

Oh countlefs lofs ! that well might have fupply'd 

The defolation of all deaths befidc. 615 

Though famine with blue peftilence confpire. 

And dreadful earthquakes with deftroying fire; 

Pharfalia's blood the gaping wounds had join*d. 

And built again the ruins of mankind. 

Immortal gods ! with what refiftlefs force» 6f 

Our growing empire ran its rapid courfe I 

X 2 Sl\VV 
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Still every year with new fuccefs was crown'd. 

And conquering chiefs enlarge the Latian bound j 

Till Rome ftood miftrefs of the world conjfels'd. 

From the gray orient, to the ruddy weft 5 < 

From pole to pole, her wide dominions run^ 

Where-c'er the ftars, or bri2;hter Phoebus fhonej 

As heaven and earth were made for her alone* 

But now, behold, how fortune tears away 

The gift of ages in one^tal day ! 

One day (hakes off the vanqui(h*d Indians chaiq, 

And turns the wandering Daae loofe again : 

No longer (hall the vi^lor conful now 

Trace our Sarmatian cities with the plow : 

Exulting Parthia (hall her (laughters boa(l, < 

Nor feel the vengeance due to Cradus* ghoft. 

"While liberty, long wearied by our crimes^ 

Forfakes us for fome bet^r barbarous climes j 

3eyond the Rhine and Tanai's (he flies. 

To fnowy mountains, and to frozen (kits i 6 

While Rome, who long purfued that chiefeft good. 

O'er fields of daughter, and through feas of bloody 

In (lavery, her abje£l (late (hall mourn, 

Nor dare to hope the goddefs will retiurn. 

Why were we ever free ? Oh why has heaven C 

A ihort-^liv^d tran(itory ble(iing given ? 

•Of thee, fi^ft Brutus, JuflJy vire complain 1 

Why didft thou break thy groaning country^s chain. 

And end the proud lafcivious tyrant's reign ? 

"Why did thy patriot hand on Rome bcftow 6j 

l^Yis, and her confulft hghteow) rale to kxMw ? 
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In fcrvitudc more happy had we been, 
Since Romulus firft wallM his refuge in, 
£v*n fince the twice fix vultors bad him build^ 
To thh cnrft -period of Pharfalia^s field. 655 

Medes and Arabians of the flavifli Eaft 
Beneath eternal bondage may be bleft ; 
iVhile, of a dlfFertng mold and nature, we^. 
From fire^ to foh accuftom*d to be free. 
Feel indignation rifing in our blood, 66« 

And bluih to wear the chains that make them proud. 
Can there be gtfds, who rule yon azure flcy ? 
Can they behold Emathia from on high. 
And yet forbear to bid their lightnings fly ? 
Is it the bufinefs of a thundering Jove, ^6^ 

To rive the rocks, and blaft the guiltlefs grove ? 
While Caffius holds the balance in his ftead. 
And wreaks due vengeance on the tyrant's head* 
The fun tan back from Atreus' monftrous feaft. 
And his fair beams in murky clouds fupprefsMj 67^ 
Why fhines he how ? why lends his golden light 
To thefe worfe parricides, this more accurfed fight ? 
But chance guides all ; the gods their taik forego, 
And providence no longer reigns below. 6^4 

Yet are they juft, and fome revenge afford 
While their own heavens are humbled by the fword, | 
And the proud vi6^ors, like themfelves, adorM x 
With rays adorn'd, v^th thunders arm'd they ftand. 
And inornfe, prayers, and facrifice demand 5 
While, trembling, flavi/h, fuperftitious Rome, 68tt 
Swears by a mortal wretch, that moulders in a tomb. 
X 3 Now 
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Now either hoft the middle plain had pafs'd. 
And front to front in threatening ranks were placM i 
Then every well known feature ftood to view. 
Brothers their brothers, fons their fathers knew. 68 
Then firft they feel the curfe of civil hate, 
Mark where their mifchiefs are affign'd by fate. 
And fee from whom themfelves deftru£lion wait. 
Stupid awhile, and at a gaze, they ftood, 
While creeping horror froze the lazy blood : 69' 

Some fmall remains of piety withfland. 
And flop the javelin in the lifted hand.; 
Remorfe for one (hort moment ftep'd between^ 
And motionlefs, as flatues, all were feen. 
And oh ! what favage fury could engage, 69 

While lingering Caefar yet fufpends his rage ? 
For him, ye gods I for Craftinus, whofe fpear 
With impious eagernefs began the war, 
Some more than common punifliment prepare ; 
Beyond th*e grave long lading plagues ordain, 701 

Surviving fenfe, and never-ceafing pain. 
Straight, at the fatal fignal, all around 
A thoufand fifes, a thoufand clarions, found ; 
Beyond where clouds, or glancing lightnings fly. 
The piercing dafigors (Irike the vaulted (ky. 70 

The joining battles fhout, and the loud peal 
Bounds from the hill, and thunders down the vale i 
Old Pelion's caves the doubling roar return, 
And Oeta's rocks and groaning Pindus mourn ; 
From pole to pole the tumult fpreads afar, 714 

And the world tiembles at the didant war. 
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Now flit the thrilling darts through liquid air. 
And various vows from various mafters bear : 
Some feek the nobleft Roman heart to wound. 
And fome to err upon the guiltlefs ground; 715 

While chance decrees the blood that fhall be fpilt, 
And blindly fcatters innocence and guilt. 
But random fhafts too fcanty death afford, 
A civil war is bufinefs for the fword : 
Where face to face the parricides may meet, 720 

Know whom they kill, and make the crime comj'lete. 

Firm in the front, with joining bucklers closM, 
Stood the Pompeian infantry difpos*d ; 
So crouded was the fpace, it fcarce affords 
The power to tofs their piles, or yield their fwords. 725 
Forward, thus thick embattled though they ftand. 
With headlong wrath rufli furious Caefar's band j 
In vain the lifted ihield their rage retards. 
Or plaited mail devoted bofoms guards ; 
Through fliields, through mail, the wounding weapons 
go, 730 

And ta the heart drive home each deadly blow j 
Oh rage ill match'd ! Oh much unequal war. 
Which thofe wage proudly, and thefe tamely bear t 
Thefe, by cold, ftu-^^id piety difarm'd : 
Tkofe, by hot blood, and fmoking Qaiighterwarm'd. 735 
Nor in fufpenfe uncertain fortune hung. 
But yields, o'er-mafterM by a power too ftrong. 
And borne by fate* impetuous ftream along. 

From Pompey's ample wings, at length thie Borfe 
Wide o'er the plain extending take their courfe j 740 
X 4 Whteiing 



1 



|» ROW£'6 POEMS. 

"Wheeling around the hoftile line they windy. 
While lightly arm'd the ihot fucceed behind*. 
Tn various ways the various bands engage^ 
And hurl upon the foe the mi^^ rage j 
There fiery darts and rocky fragments fly, 745 

And heating bullets whiftle through the iky t 
Of featherM ihafts, a cloud thick (hading goes^ 
From Arab, Mede» and Itsraean bows t 
But driven by random, aim they ieldom woutid { 
At firft they hide the heaven, then ftrew the ground ) 75* 
While Roman hands unerring mifchief fend. 
And cf itain deaths on every pile attend. 
But Cseiar, timely careful to fupport 
His wavering front againft the firft efibrtf 
Had placed bis bodies of referve behind, 755 

And the (brong rear with chofen> cohorts lin*d» 
There, as the carelefs foe the %ht purfue, 
A Aidden band and (lable forth he drew; 
When foon, oh ihame f the loofe barbarians yields 
Scattering their broken fquadrons o'er the field, 760 
And (hew, too late, that (laves attempt in vain. 
The facred cau(e of freedom to maintain* 
The fiery (beds« impatient of a wonnd. 
Hurl their negle6led riders to the ground; 
Or on their friends with rage ungovern'd turn, 7^5 
And trampling o*er the helplefs foot are borne. 
Hence foul confufion and difmay fucceed, 
The vi£lor8 murder, and the vanqui(h'd bleed 1 
Their weaiy hands the tir'd deftroycrs ply, 
Scarce can thefc kill, fo faA as thofe can die* 77O 

■ Oh, 



LUCAJTS PHARSALIA, Book Vir. 313: 

Ob> that Einathia^s nithlefs guilty plain 
Had been contented with this only ftain ; 
With thefe rude bones had fh^wn her verdure o'er. 
And dy'd her fprings with none but Afian gore ! 
Bdt if fo keen her thirft for Roman blood, 775 

Let none but Romans make the (laughter good y 
Let not a Mede nor Cappadocian fall. 
No bold Iberian, nor rebellions Gaul: 
Let thefe alone furvive for times to come. 
And be the future citizens of Rome. 780 

But fear on all alike her powers empIoyM, 
Did Caefar's bufinefs, and like fate deftroy'd. 
Prevailing ftill the vigors held their courfe. 
Till Pompey't main^reierve opposed their force ; 
There, in his ftrcngth, the chief unihaken flood, 785: 
Repel rd the foe, and made the combat good;. 
There in fufpence th* imcertain battle hung, 
Aind Cacfar's favouring goddefs doubted long ; 
There no proud monarchs led their vaflals on. 
Nor eaftem bands in gorgeous purple (hone ; 79* 

There the laft force of laws and freedom lay. 

And Roman patriots ftniggled for the day. 

What parricides the guilty fcene affords ! 

Sires, fons, and brothers, nkh on mutual fwords ! 

There every facred bond of nature bleeds 5 795 

There met the war's worft rage, and Caefar's blackefl: 
deeds. 
But, oh I my Mufe, the mournful theme forbear. 

And fbty thy lamentable numbers here ; 

Let not my verfe to future times convey, 

What Rome committed on this dreadful day ; Soq» 
4 Ia 
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In fliades and iileoce hide her crimes from fame^ 
And fparc thy miferable country's fliame. 

But Caefar's rage (hall with oblivion ftrive^ 
And for eternal infamy furvive. 

From rank to rank, unwearyM, ftill he flies, 805 

And with new fires their fainting wrath fupplies* 
His greedy eyes each fign of guilt explore. 
And mark whofe.fword is deepcft dy'd in gore j 
Obferve where pity and remorfc prevail. 
What arm ftri^es faintly, and what cheek turns pale, 810 
Or, while he rides the daughterM heaps around, 
And views fome foe expiring on the ground. 
His cruel hands the gufhing blood reftrain. 
And ftrive to keep the parting foul in pain : 
As when Bellona drives the world to war, 815 

Or Mars comes thundering in his Thracian car ; 
Rage horrible darts from his Gorgon fhield. 
And gloomy terror broods upon the field ; 
Hate, fell and fierce, the dreadful gods impart. 
And urge the vengeful warrior's heaving heart : 810 
The many.(hout, arms clafti, the wounded cry. 
And one promifcuous peal groans upwards to the iky. 
Nor furious Caefar, on Emathia^s plains, 
Lefs terribly the mortal ftrife fuftains ; 
Each hand unarmM he fills with means of death, 8x5 
And cooling wrath rekindles at his breath : 
Now with his voice, his gefture now, he ftrives. 
Now with his lance the lagging foldier drives : 
The weak he ftrengthcns, and confirms the ftrong. 
And hurries war's impetuous ftream along. 830 
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Strilcc home, he cries, and let your fwords erafe 

Each well-known feature of the kindred face : 

Nor wafte your fury on the vulgar band ; 

See ! where the hoaiy doting fenate (land ; 

There laws and right at once you may confound, 835 

And liberty fhall bleed at every wound. 

The curs'd deftroyer fpoke 5 and, at the word. 
The purple nobles funk beneath the-fword ; 
The dying patriots groan upon the ground, 
Illuilrious names, for love of laws renownM. 840 

The gfi-eat Metelii and Torquati bleed. 
Chiefs worthy, if the ftate had fo decreed. 
And Pompey were not there, mankind to lead, 

Say thou ! thy finking country's only prop, 
Glory of Rome, and liberty" s laft hope 5 84.5 

What helm, oh Brutus ! could, amidft the croud, 
Thy facred undiftinguiHi'd vifage fhroud ? 
Where fought thy ann that day ? But, ah I forbear ! 
Nor ruHi unwary on the pointed fpear ^ 
Seek not to haften on untimely fate, 85a 

But patient for thy own Emathia wait : 
Nor hunt fierce Caefar on this bloody plain> 
To-day thy fteel purfues his life in vain. 
Somewhat is wanting to the tyrant yet. 
To make the meafure of his crimes complete; 855 
As yet he has not every law defy'd. 
Nor reach'd the utmoft heights of daring pride. 
Ere long thou (halt behold him Rome's proud lord. 
And ripen'd by ambition for thy fword : 
Then, thy griev'd country vengeance (hall demand, 860 

And a(k the yi6lim at thy righteous hand. 

Among 
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Among huge heaps of the Patrician flain^ 
And Latian chiefs, who ftrew'd that purple plair 
Recording dory has diftinguifliM well. 
How brave» unfortunate Domitius fell* 
In every loTs of Pompey ftill he fhar'd. 
And dy*d in liberty, the beft reward j 
Though vanquifli'd oft by Caefar, ne'er enflav'd, 
Ev'n to the laft, the tyrant's power he brav'd : 
MarkM o'er with many a glorious (beaming wound 
In pleafure funk the warrior to the ground j 
No longer forc'd on vileft terras to live. 
For chance to doom, and Caefar to forgive. 
Him, as he pufsM infulting o>r the field, 
Roird in bis blood, the viftor proxid beheld : 
And can, he cry"d, the fierce Domitius fall, 
Forfftke his Pompey, and expelling Gaul > 
Muft the war lofe that ftill fucccfsful fword. 
And my neglefted province want a lord ? 
He fpoke; when, lifting flow his clofmg eyes, 
Fcarlefs the dying Roman thus replies : 
Since wickednefs ftands unrewarded yet. 
Nor Caefafs arms their wifti'd fuccefs have met; 
Free and rejoicing to the fliades I go, 
And leave my chief ftill equal to his foe ; 
And if my hopes divine thy doom aright. 
Yet ihalt thou bow thy vanquifti'd head ere night. 
Dire punilhmcnts the righteous gods decree. 
For injured Rome, for Pompey, and for mej 
In hell's dark realms thy tortures I fhall know. 
And hear thy ghoft lamenting loud below. 
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He faic^ { and foon.the kaden deep prevaiPd, 
And everlafting night fais eyelids feal'd. 

Buty oh I what gnei the ruin can deplore I 
'Vifhat verCe can run the various daughter o'er ! S9; 
For leOer woes, our forrows may we keep ; 
No tears fuffice, a dying world to weep. 
In differing groups ten tho«fand deaths arife. 
And horrors manifold the ibul furprize. 
JH^re the whole man is open'd at a wound, 9o# 

And guflung bowels pour upon the ground : 
Another through the gaping jaws is gor*d» 
And in hie utmoft throat ^ceives the fword s 
At once, a fingle blow a third extends $ 
The fourth a living trunk difmemberM ftapds. 905 
Some in their breafts ere6l the javelin bear. 
Some <^Qg to earth with the transfixing ipcav. 
Here, like a fountain, fprings a purple flood. 
Spouts on theibe* and ftains his arms with blood. 
There horrid -brethren on thtir brethren prey; 9c • 
One ftarts, and hurU a well-known head away« 
While fome detefted fon, with impious ire, 
Loptf by -the ikoulders clofe his hoary fire t 
£v*n his rude fellows dami^ the curfed deed. 
And baftard-bom the murderer aread. 915 

No private houie its lofs lamented then. 
But count the ilain by nations, not by men. 
Here Grecian ftreams, and Afiatic run. 
And Roman^torrents drive the deluge on. 
Moce than the world at once was given away, 929^ 
And late poftiBity waa loft that day : 

A race 
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A race of future flaves rcceiv'd their doorn^ 

And children yet unborn were overcome. 

How fhall our miferable Tons complain, 

Tliat they arc born beneath a tyrant's reign ? 915 

Did our bafe hands, with juftice fhall they fay, 

The facred caufe of liberty betray ? 

Why have our fathers given us up a prey ? 

Their age, to ours, the curfe of bondage leaves 5 

Themfelves were cowards, and begot us flaves. 930 

^Tis juft; and Fortune, that imposed a lord. 
One ftniggle for their freedom might afford j 
Might lejvve their hands their proper caufe to fight, 
And let them keep, or lofe themfelves, their right. 

But Pompey, now, the fate of R\)me defcry'd, 935 
And faw the changing gods forfake her fide. 
Hard to .believe, though from a rifing ground ^ 
He^view'd the univerfal ruin round. 
In crimfon ftreams he faw deftru€lion run. 
And in the fall of thoufands felt his own. 940 

Nor wilh'd he, like moft wretches in defpair. 
The world one common mifery might fhare : 
But with a generous, great, exalted mind, 
Befought the gods to pity poor mankind. 
To let him die, and leave the reft behind : 
This hope came fmiling to his anxious breaft. 
For this his eameft vows were thus addrefsM. 
Spare man, ye gods 1 oh, let the nations live ! 
Let me be wretched, but let Rome furvive. 
Qr if this head fufHces not alone, 950 

My wife, my fons, your anger (hall atone : 

If 
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If blood the yet unfated war demand, 

Behold my pledges left in fortune's, hand ! 

Ye cruel powers, who urge me with your hate, 

At length behold me crufh'd beneath the weight : 955 

Give then your longf-purfuing vengeance o'er. 

And fparc the world, fince I can lofe no more. 

So faying, the tumultuous field he crofsM, 
And warnM from battle his defpairing hoft. 
Gladly the pains of death he had explorM, 969 

And falPn undaunted on his pointed fword j 
Had he not fear'd th' example might fucceed. 
And faithful nations by his fide would bleed. 
Or did his fwelling foul difdain to die. 
While his infulting father flood fo nigh ? 965 

Fly where he -will, the gods fhall flill purfue, 
Nor his pale head (hall 'fcape the vi6lor's view. 
Or elfe, perhaps, and Fate the thought approved. 
For her dear fake he fled, whom belt he lov'd ; 
Malicious Fortune to his wifh agreed, 970 

And gave him in Cornelia's fight to bleed. 
Borne by his winged fteed at length away. 
He quits the purple plain, and yields the day. 
Fearlefs of danger, ftill fecure and great. 
His daring foul fupports his loil eftate; 975 

Nor groans his breaft, nor fwell his eyes with tears. 
But ftill the fame majeflic form he wears. 
Aa awful grief fat decent in his face. 
Such as became his lofs, and Rome's difgrace : 
His mind, unbroken, keeps her confVant frame, 980 
^A greatnefs and misfortune flill the fame $ 

While 
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Whilp fortune, vfko his .trianiphs once b«b»]flf 
'Unchanging fees him leav« Pharfalia^s field. 
J^low, difentangied &oni unwieldy power, 
O Pompey ! nin thy former bonoura o'er : '^S^ 

At leifure now review the glorious ibene, 
And call to mind how mi^ty thou haft been. 
From anxious toils of emjpice turn thy care. 
And from thy thoughts exckide^he munieroiM war | 
Jt«t the jufl gods bear witnefs oa thy fide, 999 

Thy cauie no more fliall by the fword be try'd. 
Whether iad Afric ihall her lois bemoan, i 

•Or Munda*s, plains beneath their burden groan, V 
The guilty bloodfiicd (hall be ail their own. J 

J4o more the muchplov'd Pompey^s name ihall chann 
The peaceful worldy with one confent, to arm; 
Nor for thy fake, nor awMby thy commami, 
But for themfelves, the fighting fenate ftand ; 
The war but one diftin^ion ihall afford. 
And Liberty, or Cssfar, ber the word. 1000 

Nor, oh ! do thou thy vaiM|uiih*d Jot deplore. 
But fly with pleasure from thofe feas of gore : 
Look back upon the horror, guiltlei^ thou. 
And pity Cxfar, ibr whofe fake they flow. 
With what a heart, what triumph ihall he come, i«of 
A viftor, red with Homan blood, to Rome ? 
Though mifery thy baniihmeat attends. 
Though thou ihalt die, by thy falie Pharian friends.) 
Yet truft fecurely to the choice o( heaven, 
: And know thy-lofs was ibr a blefling giv'n : xoxo 

Though flight may feen»the warrior'&ihameandcu£fe$ 

To conquer, in a caufe like this, is worfe* 

And 



LUCAS'S PHAR8ALIA, Book VII. %ti 

And, oh ! let every fnark of gn>f be fpar'd. 
May no tear fall^ no groan, no ligh be heard ; 
Still let mankind their Poropey's fate adore, 1015 

And reverence thy fall, ev'n as thy height of power. 
Meanwhile furvey th' attending world around. 
Cities by thee pofTefsM, and monarchs crown'd : 
•Oh AfrtCy or on Afia, call thy eye. 
And mark the land where thou fhalt choofe to die. 1020 

LaiiiTa firft the conftant chief beheld. 
Still great, though flying from the fatal field : 
With loud acclaim her crowds his coming greet. 
And, fighing, pour their prefents at his feet. 
She crowns her altars, and proclaims a feafl : 
Would put on joy to chear her noble gueft j 
But weeps, and begs to fhare his woes at leaift. 
So was he lov'd ev*n in his loft eftate. 
Such faith, fuch friendfhip, on his ruins wait 5 
With eafe Pharfalia's lofs might be fupply'd, XO30 
While eager nations haften to his fide : 
As if misfortune meant to blefs him more. 
Than all his long profperity before. 
In vain, he cries, you bring the vanquifhM aid j 
Henceforth to Cxiar be your homage paid, 
Cxfar, who triumphs o*er yon heaps. of dead. 
With that, his courfer urging on to flight. 
He vanifli'd from the mournful city's fight. 
With cries, and loud laments, they fill the air. 
And curfe the cruel gods, in flercenefs of defpair. X040 

Now in huge lakes Hefperian crirofon ftdod, 
Aad Caefar's felf grew fatiated with blood. 

Y The 
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The great patricians fairn, his pity fpar'd 

The worthlefsy unrefiftingy vulgar herd. 

Then, while his glowing fortune yet was warm^ 1045 

And fcattering terror fpread the wild alarm. 

Straight to the hoftile.carap his way he bent, 

Careful to.Ieize the hafty fliers tent, 

Tl)e leifure of a night, and thinking to prevent. 

Nor reck'd he much the weary foldiers toil, jOjO 

Jiut ltd them prone, and greedy to the fpoil. 

Behold, he cries, our viftory complete, 

The glorious recorapence attends you yet : 

Much have you done to-day, for Caefar's fake; 

•3"is mine to (hew the prey, 'tis yours to take. 1055 

•Tis yours, whatever the vanquifh'd foe has left 5 

*Tis what your valour gain'd, and not my gift. 

Treafures immenfe yon wealthy tents enfold. 

The gems of Afia, and Hefperian gold 5 

For you the once-great Pompey's ilore attends, 1060 

With regal fpoils of his barbarian friends : 

Hafte then, prevent the foe, and feize that good. 

For which you paid fo well with Roman blood. 

He faid ; and with the rage of rapine flung. 
The multitude tumultuous nifh along. 1065 

On fwords, and fpears, on fires and fons they tread. 
And all remorfelefs fpurn the gory dead. 
What trench can intercept, what fort withftand 
The brutal foldier's rude rapacious hand } 
When eager to his crime's reward he flies, 1070 

And, bath'd in .blood, demands the horrid prize ? 

There, wealth colle6led from the world around. 
The deftin'd recompence of war, they found. 

But, 
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But, oh 1 not golden Arimafpus^ ftore. 
Nor all the Tagus or rich Iber pour, 1075 

Can fill the greedy vigor's griping hands : 
Rome, and the capitol, their pride demands ; 
All other fpoils they fcorn, as worthlefs prey. 
And count their wicked labours robbM of pay. 
Here, in patrician tents, plebeians reft, joto 

And regal couches are by ruffians prefs'd : 
There impious parricides the bed invade, 
And deep where late their flaughterM fires were laid. 
Meanwhile the battle ftands in dreams renewM, 
And Stygian horrors o>r their flumbers brood. 2085 
Afloni/hment and dread their fouls infeft. 
And guilt ^ts painful on each heaving breaft. 
Arms, blood, and death, work in the labouring brain i 
They iigh, they ftart, iKey ftrive, and fight it o'er again. 
Afcending fiends infe6l the air around, 1090 

And hell breathes baleful through the groaning ground s 
Hence dire affright diftrafls the warriors fouls. 
Vengeance divine their daring hearts controuls, 
Snakts hifs, and livid flame tormenting rolls. 
Each, as his hands in guttt have been imbrued, X095 
By fome pale fpe^re flies all night purfued. 
In various forms the ghofts unnumbered groan. 
The brother, friend, the father, and the fon ; 
To «very wretch kis proper phantom fell. 
While Caefar fleeps the general care of hell. no* 

Such were his pangs as mad Oreftes felt. 
Ere yet the Scjrthian altar purg'd his guilt. 
Such horrors Pentheus, fuch Agave knew j 
He when his rage firft came, and (he when hcr's withdrew. 
Y a Prefent 
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Prcfent and future fwords his bofom bcars^ i ] 

And feels the blow that Brutus now defers. 
Vengeance, in 4II her pomp of pain, attends j 
To wheels fhe binds him, and with vultures rends, 
With racks of confcience, and with whips of fiends- 
But foon the vifionary horrors pafs, x; 

And his firft rage with day refumes its place : 
Again his eyes rejoice to view the flain. 
And run unweary'd o'er the dreadful plain. 
He bids his train prepare his impious board. 
And feafts amidft the heaps of death abhorrM. i 
There each pale face at leifure he may know. 
And ftill behold the purple current flow. 
He views the woeftil wide horizon round. 
Then jojrs that earth is no where to be found, 
And owns, thofe gods he feiTes, hisntmoft wifli hav« 

crown'd ; 
Still greedy to poflefs the curs'd delight. 
To glut his foul, and gratify his fight, 
The laft funereal honours he denies, 
A^d poifons with the ftench Emathia's (kics^ 
Not thus the fwom inveterate foe of Rome, i 

Hefus'd the vanquifhM confifrs bones a tomb : 
His piety the country round beheld. 
And bright with fires (hone Cannae's fatal field. 
But Caefar's rage from fiercer motives rofe ; 
Thefe were his countrymen, his worft of foes, x 
But, oh I relent, forget thy hatred paft, 
And give the wandering (hades to reft at laft. 
Nor feek we fingle honours for the dead^ 
At once let nations on the pile be laid : 
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To feed the flame, let heapy forcfts rife. 
Far be it feen to fret the ruddy Ikies, ^ 
And grieve defpairi hg t^orapey where he flics. 

Know too, proud conqueror, thy wrath in vain 
Strews vvith unbury'd carcafes the plain. 
What is it to thy malice, if they burn, 1140 

Rot in the field, or moulder in the nrn ? 
The forms of matter all diflblving die. 
And loft in nature^s blending bofom lie. 
Though now thy cruelty denies a grave, 
Thefe and the world one common lot Aall have j 114.5 
One [aft appointed flame, by Fate's decree. 
Shall wafte yon azure heavens, this earth, and fea; 
Shall knead the dead up in one mingled mafs. 
Where ftafs and they fhall undiftinguifli'd pafs. 
And" though thou fcom their fellowfhip, yet know. 
High as thy own can foar thefe fouls fhall go j 
Or find, perhaps, a better place below. 
Death is beyond thy Goddefs Fortune's power. 
And parent Elarth receives whate'er (he bore. 
Nor will we mourn thofe Romans fate, who lie 1155- 
Beneath the glorious covering of the iky } 
That ftarry arch for ever round them turns, 
A nobler flielter far than tombs or urns. 

But wherefore parts the loathing vi£lor hence ? 

Does flaughter ftrike too ftrongly on thy fenfe^ xi^d#> 
Yet ftay, yet breathe the thick infeftious dream,. 

Yet quaff with joy the blood-polluted fteam. 

But fee, they fly ! the diaring warriors yield ! 

And the dead heaps drive Casfar from the field! 

Y s Nt>y 



3*6 R O W E ' S P O E M S, 

Now to the prey, gaunt wolves, a howling tram, X16.5. 
Speed hungry from the far Biftonian plain 5 
From Pboloe the tawny lion comes. 
And growling bears forfake their darkfome homes t 
With thefe, lean dogs in herds obfcene repair, 
And every kind that fnufFs the tainted air. ix7# 

For food the cranes their wonted flight delay. 
That erft to warmer Nile had wing'd their way : 
With them the feathered race convene from far. 
Who gather to the prey, and wait on war. 
Ne'er were fuch flocks of vultures feen to fly, ' X7S 
And hide with fpreading plumes the crouded iky : 
Gorging on limbs in every tree they fat. 
And dropd raw morfels down, and gory fat : 
Oft their tirM talons, loofening as they fled, 
RainM horrid offals on the victor's head. ii8e 

But while the flain fupply'd too full a feaft, * 

The plenty bred fatiety at laft ; 
The ravenous feeders riot at their eafe. 
And iingle out what dainties beft.may pleafe. 
Part borne away, the reft neglefted lie, 1185 

For noon-day funs, and parching winds, to dry j 
Till length of time fliall wear them quite away, 
And mix them with Emathia's common clay. 

Oh fatal Theflaly I Oh land abhorr'd ! 
How have thy fields the hate of heaven incurr'd j X190 
That thus the gods to thee deftniflion doom. 
And load thee with the curfe of falling Rome ! 
Still to new crimes, new horrors, doft thou hafle. 
When yet thy former mifchiefs fcarcc were paft. 

What 
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What rolling years, what ages, can repay 1195 

The. multitudes thy wars have fwept away ! 

Though tombs and urns their numerous ftore fhould- 

fpread. 
And long antiquity yield all her dead $ 
Thy guilty plains more ilaughter'd Ronians hold, 
Than all thofe tombs, and all thofe urns, infold. 1209 
Hence bloody fpots fhall (lain thy grafTy green, 
And crimfon drops on bladed com be feen : 
Each plowfhare fome dead patriot (hall moleif^ 
Difturb his bones, and rob his ghoft of reft. 
Oh! had the guilt of wai-been all thy own, 1205 

Were civil rage confined to thee alone 5 
No mariner his labouring bark (hould moor. 
In hopes of fafety, on thy dreadful fhore 5 
No Twain thy fpedlre-haunted plain Ihould know, 
Nor turn thy blood-ftaioM fallow with his plow : X2X^ 
No fhepherd e'er ihould drive his flock to feed. 
Where Romans flain enrich the verdant mead : 
All defolate fhould lie thy land and wafte. 
As in fome fcorch'd or frozen region plac'd* 
But the great gods forbid our partial hate 1215 

On Theffaly's diftinguifti'd land to wait; 
New blood, and other flaughters, they decree,, 
And others (hall be guilty too, like thee. 
Munda and Mutina fhail boaft their flain^ 
Pachynus' waters fhare the purple ftain, . 
And Aftium juftify Pharfalia's plain. 

Y^ LUCAN'S- 
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BOOK VIII. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

From Pharfalia, Pompey flies, firft to Larifla, and after 
to the fea-fhore ; where he embarks upon a fmall 
veflel for Lefbos.~ There, after a melancholy meeting 
with Cornelia, and his refufal of the Mitylenians 
invitations, he embarks with his wife for the coaii 
of Aila. In the way thither he is joined by his fon 
Sextus, and feveral perfons of diftinflion, who had 
fled liicewife from the late battle ; and avnong the 
reft by Deiotarus, king of Gallo-Graecia. To him he 
recommends the foliciting of fupplies from the king 
of Parthia, and the reft of his allies in Afia. Aftec 
coafting Cilicia for fome time, he comes at lengtlv 
to a little town called Syedra or Syedrae, where great 
part of the fenate meet him. With thefe, he deli- 
berates upon the prefent circumftances of the comr 
raonwealth, and propofes either Mauritania, ^gypt, 
or Parthia, as the proper places where he may hope 
to be received, and from whole kings he may expeft 
adiftance. In his own opinion he inclines to the 
Parthians j but this Lentulus, in a long oration, 
oppofes very warmly ; and, in confideration of young 
Ptolemy's perfonal obligations to Pompey, prefers 
^gypt. This advice is generally approved and fol- 
lowed, and Pompey fets fail accordingly for ^gypt. 
Upon his arrival on that coaft, the king calls a coun- 
cil, where at the inftigation of Pothinus, a villain- 
ous minifter, it is refolved to take his life ; and the 
execution of this order is committed to the care of 
Achillas, formerly the king's governor, and then 

general 
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general of the army. He> with Septimius, a rene- 

?ido Roman foldier, who had formerly ferved under 
ompey, upon fome frivolous pretences, perfuades 
kim to quit his fhip, and come into their boat ; 
where, as they make towards the fhore, he trea ^ 
cherouily munlers him, in the fight of his wife, his 
fon, and tlie reft of his fleet. His head is cut oiF> 
and his body thrown into the fea. The head is 
fixed upon a fpear, and carried to Ptolemy ; who,. 
after he had feen it, commands it to be embalmed. 
In the fucceeding night, one Cord:u8, who iiad been 
a follower of Pompey, finds the trunk floating near 
the ihore, brings it to land with fome difHculty ; 
and, with a few planks that remained from a (hip- 
wrecked veffel, burns it. The melancholy defcrip- 
tion of this mean funeral, with the poet's inveftive 
againft the gods, and fortune, for tneir unworthy 
treatment of fo great a man, concludes this book. 

NOW through the vale,, by great Alcides made, 
And the fweet maze of Tempe's pleafing fhade, 
Chearlefs, thy flying chief renew'd his fpeed. 
And urgM, with gory fpurs, his fainting fteed. 
Fairn from the former greatnefs of his mind, ^ 

He turns where doubtful paths obfcurely wind* 
The fellows of his flight increafe his dread. 
While hard behind the tiampling horfemcn tread : 
He ftarts at every ruftling of the trees. 
And fears the whifpers of each murmuring breeze. ># 
He feels not yet, alas ! his loft eftate ; 
And, though he flies, believes himfelf ftill great j. 
Imagines millions for his life are bid. 
And rates his own^ as he would Caefafs head. 

Where* 
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Wherc-c'er his fear explores untrodden ways, 115- 

His well-known vifage ftill his flight betrays. ** 

Many he meets unknowing of his chance, 

Whofe gathering forces to his aid advances 

With gaze aftonifli'd, thefe their chief behold. 

And fcarce believe what by himfelf is told. 20 

In vain, to covert, from the world he flies. 

Fortune ftill grieves him with purfuing eyes : 

Still aggravates, ftill urges his difgrace. 

And galls him with the thoughts of what he was. 

His youthful triumph fadly now returns. 

His Pontic and piratic wars he mourns. 

While ftung with fecret ftiame and anxious care he 

burns. 

Thus age to forrows oft tlie great betrays, 
"When lofs of empire comes with length of days. 
Life and enjoyment ftill one end ftiall have, 30 

Left early mifery prevent the grave, 
The good, that lafts not, was in vain beftow'd. 
And cafe once paft becomes the prefent load ; 
Then let the wife, in fortune's kindeft hour, 35 

Still keep one fafe retreat within his power j 
Let death be near, to guard him from furprize, 
And free him, when the fickle goddefs flies. 

Now to thofe fliorcs the haplefs Pompey came,. 
Where hoary Peneus rolls his ancient ftream ; 
Ked with Lmathian (laughter ran his flood, 40 

And dy'd the ocean deep in Roman- blood. 
There a poor bark, whofc keel perhaps might glide 
Safe down fome rivcr^s fmoolh dcfccnding tide, 

Received 
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Receiv'd the mighty mafter of the main, 

Whole fpreading navies hide the liquid plain* 45 

In this he braves the winds and ftormy fea. 

And to the Leibian ifle direfts his way. 

There the kind partner of his every care^ 

His faithful, lov'd Cornelia, languifti'd there : 

At that fad diftance more unhappy far, 50 

Than in the midft of danger, death, and war. 

There on her heart, ev'n all the live-long day. 

Foreboding thought a weary burden lay : 

Sad vifions haunt her {lumbers with affright, 

And Theflaly returns with every night. 35 

Soon as the ruddy morning paints the fkies^ 

Swift to the ihove the penfive mourner flies j 

There, lonely fitting on the cliff's bleak brow. 

Her fight fhe fixes on the feas below ; 

Attentive marks the wide horizon's bound, 60 

And kens each fail that rifes in the round : 

Thick beats her heart, as eveiy prow draws near. 

And dreads the fortunes of her lord to hear. 

At length, behold ! the fatal bark is come t 
See ! the fwoln canvas labouring with her doom. 6^ 
Preventing fame, misfortune lends him wings. 
And Pompey's felf his own fad ftory brings. 
Now bid thy eyes, thou loft Cornelia, flow. 
And change thy fears to certain forrows, now* 
Swift glides the woeful veflel on to land 5 7^ 

Forth flies the headlong matron to the ftrand. 
There foon ftie found what worft the gods could do, 
There foon her dear much-alter'd lord fhe knew j 
Though feaif ul all and ghaftly was his hue. 

^ Rude 
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KHde, o'er his face> his hoary locks were grown^ 75 
And diift was caftupon his Roman gown. 
She/awy and^ fainting, funk in fudden night j 
Grief ftopp'd her breath, and (hut out loathfoni^ light : 
The looiening nerves no more their force exert. 
And motion ^as'd within the freezing heart ; So 

ITeath kindly feem'd her wifties to obey, 
And, ib^tch'd upon the beach, a corfe flie lay. 

But now the mariners the vefTel moor. 
And Pompey, landing, views ihe lonely ihore. 
The faithful maids their loud lamen tings ceas'd, ^5 
AAd reverendly their ruder grief fupprefs'd. 
Straight, while with duteous care they kneel around. 
And raife their wretched miftrefs from the ground. 
Her lord infolds her with a ftrift embrace. 
And joins his cheek clofe to her lifelefs face : 90 

At the known touch, her failing fenfe returns. 
And vital warmth in kindling blufhcs bums. 
At length, from virtue thus he feeks relief, 
And kindly chides her violence of grief : 94. 

Canft thou then fmk, thou daughter of the great, 
Sprung from the nobleft guardians of our ftate ; 
Canft thou thus yield to the firft (hock of fate ? 
Whatever deathlels monumtnts cf praife 
Thy fex can merit, 'tis in thee to raife. 
On man alone life's ruder trials wait, 106 

'Hie fields of battle, and the cares of (late j 
While the wife's virtue then is only try'd. 
When faithlefs fortune quits her hufband's fide. 
A>m then thy foul, the glorious tafk to prove. 
And learn, thy miferable lord to love. 105 

4 Behold 
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Behold me of my power s^nd pomp bereft. 

By all my kings, and by Rome's fathers left i 

Oh make that lofs thy glory; and be thou 

The only follower of Pompey now. 

This grief becomes thee not, while I furvive ; 119 

War wounds not thee, flnce I am ftill alive : 

Thefe tears a dying hufban.d fhould deploi'e. 

And only fall when Pompey is no more. 

*Tis true, my former greatnefs all is loft j 

Who weep for that, no love for me can boaft. 

But mourn the lofs of what they valued moft. 

Mov'd at her lord's rejvoof, the matron rofe j 
Yet, ftill complaining, thus avowM- her woes : 

Ah ! wherefore was I not much rather led, 
A fatal bride, to Caefar's hated b^d ? 129 

To thee unlucky, and a curfe, I came, 
Unbleft by yellow Hymen's holy flame : 
My bleeding Craflus, and his fire, flood by,. 
And fell Erynnis fliook her torch on high. 
My fate on thee the Parthian vengeance draws, 125- 
And urges heaven to hate tlie jufter caufe. 
Ah I my once greateft lord I ah, 1 cruel hour \ 
Is thy viftorious head in fortune's power ? 
Since miferics my baneful love purfue. 
Why did I wed thee, only to undo ? 1 5a 

But fee, to death my willing neck I bow j 
Atone the angry gods by one kind blow. 
Longfince, for thee, my life I would have given ; 
Yet, let m^^ yet prevent the wrath of heaven. 

KiU 
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Kill me, and fcatter me upon the fea, 

So (hall propitious tides thy fleets convey, 

Thy kings be faithful, and the world obey. 

And thou, where-e'cr thy fullen phantom flies, 

CJh'l Julia! let fliy rival*s blood fufficej 

Let me the rage of jealous vengeance bear, 149 

But him, thy lord, thy once-lov'd Pempey fpare. 

She faid, and funk within his arms again ; 
In ftreams of forrow melt the mournful train : 
Ev'n his, the warrior's eyes, were forc'd to yield, 
T^at faw, without a tear, Pharfalia's field. 145 

Now to the ftrand the Mitylenians prefs'd. 
And humbly thus befpoke their neble gueft : 
If, to fucceeding times, our rfle ihafl boaft 
The pledge of Pompey left upon her coaft, 
Difdain not, if thy prefence now we claim, 150 

And fain would confecrate our walls to fame. 
Make thou this place in future ftory great. 
Where pious Romans may direft their feet. 
To view with adoration thy retreat. 
This may we plead, in favour of the town; 155 

That, while mankind the profperous viftor own. 
Already, Caefar's foes avowM, are we. 
Nor add new guilt, by duty paid to thee. 
Some fafety too our ambient feas fecure; 
Caefar wants fliips, and we defy his power. i(» 

Here may Rome's fcatter'd fathers well unite 
And arm againft a fecond happier fight. 
Our Lefbian youth with ready courage ftands^ 
To man thy navies, or recruit thy bands. 

For 
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Tor gold, whate'cr to facred ufc is lent, 165 

Take it, and the rapacious foe prevent. 
This only mark of friendfhip we intreat. 
Seek not to (hun us in thy low eftate ; 
But let our Lefbos, in thy ruin, prove. 
As in thy greatnefs, worthy of thy love. 170 

Much was the leader mov*d, and joy'd to find 
Faith had not quite abandoned human-kind. 
To me (hecry'd) for ever were you dear 5 
Witnefs the pledge committed to your care : 
Here in fecurity I plac'd my home, 175 

My houfliold-gods, my heart, my wife, my Rome. 
I know what ranfom might your pardon buy. 
And yet I truft you, yet to you I fly* 
But, oh I too long my woes you fingly bear ; ^ 

I leave you, not for lands which 1 prefer, t 

But that the world the common load may fhare. J ^ 
Lelbos ! for ever facred be thy name ! 
May late pofterity thy truth proclaim ! 
Whether thy fair example fpread around. 
Or whether, fingly, faithful thou art found t 185 

For 'tis refolv'd, 'tis fix'd within my mind. 
To try the doubtful world, and prove mankind. 
Oh ! grant, good heaven 1 if there be one alone. 
One gracious power fo loft a caufe to own. 
Grant, like the Lefbians, I my friends may find $ 799 
Such who, tliough Caefar threaten, dare be kind : 
Who, with the fame juft hofpitable heart. 
May leave me free to enter, or depart. 

Jie ceas'd ; and to the ihip his partner bore. 
While loud complainings fill the founding fhore. T95 
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It ieem'd as If the nation with her pafsM, 

And baniniment had laid their iiland vrvtHe* 

Their fecond forrows they to Pompey give. 

For her, as for their citizen, they grieve. 

■£v'n though glad vi^^ory had calPd her thence, %09 

And her lord's bidding been the juft pretence ^ 

The Lefbian matrons had in tears been drown''d. 

And brought her weeping to the watery bonnd. 

So was ihe lov'd, fo winning was her grace. 

Such lowly fweetnefs dwelt upon her lace^ %o§ 

In fuch humility her life fhe led, ^ 

£v'n while her lord was Rome*s commanding bead^ > 

As if his fortune were already fled, J 

Half hid in feas defcending Phoerbus lay, 
A^d upwards half, half downwards ihot the day; %i^ 
When wakeful cares revolve in Pompey' s foul. 
And run the wide world o'er, from pole to pole. 
Each realm, each city, in his mind are weigh'd. 
Where he may fly, from whence depend on aid. 
Weary'd at length beneath the load of woes, 115 

And thofe fad fcenes his future views difclofe. 
In converfation for relief he fought. 
And exercis'd on various^ themes his thought. 
Now fits he by the careful pilot's fide. 
And afics what rules their watery journey guide ; %tm 
What lights of heaven his art attends to moft. 
Bound by the Libyan or the Syrian coaft. 

To him, intent upon- the rolling ikies. 
The heaven-inflru^ed fliipman thus repliec t 
Of all yon multitude of golden iburs, 975 

Which the wide rounding fphere inctflant bcftn,. 

The 
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The cautious mariner relies *on none, 
But keeps him to the conftant pole alone. 
When o'er the yard the leffer Bear afpires, 
And from the topmaft gleam its paly fires, 2 jo 

Then Bofphorus near-neighbouring we explore, 
And bear loud billows beat the Scythian (hore : 
But when Califto's fhining Ton defcends. 
And the low Cynofure towards ocean bends. 
For Syria ftraight we know the veflel bears, 135 

Where firft Canopos* fouthern fign appears. 
If ftill upon the left thofe ftars thou keep, 
■ And, paiTmg Pharos, plow the foamy deep, 
Then right a-head thy lucklefs bark fhall reach 
The Libyan flioals, and Syrt^ unfaithful beach. 240 
But fay, for lo 1 on thee attends my hand, 
What courfe doft thou aflign ? what feas, what 

land ? 
Speak, and the helm (hall turn at thy command, 

To him the chief, by doubts uncertain toft $ 
Oh, fly the Latian and TheiTalian coaft : 245 

Thofe only lands avoid. For all befide, •% 

Yield to the driving winds, and rolling tide 5 > 

Let fortune, where fliepleafe, a port provide. ^ 

Till Le(bos did my deareft pledge reftore. 
That thought determined me to feek that ihore? 250 
All ports, all regions, but thofe fatal t>yo. 
Are equal to unhappy Porapey now. 

Scarce had he fpoke, when ftraight the mafter veerM« 
And right for Chios, and for Afia fteer'd. 
The working waves the courfe inverted feel, 255 

And daih and foam beneath the winding keel. 

Z With 
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With art like this, on rapid chariots borne» 
Around the column (kilful racers turn : 
The ntther wheels beai* nicely on the goal. 
The farther, wide, in diftant circles rolU 

Now day's bright beams the various earth di 
And o'er the fading liars the fun arofe ; 
When Pompey gathering to his fide bebel4 
The fcatter'd re licks of Pharfajia's iieldk 
Firfl from the Le(bian iile his fon drew near. 
And foon a troop of faithful chiefs appear. 
Nor purple princes, yet, difdain to wait 
On vanquifh'd Pompey's humbler low cftate. 
Proud monarchs, who in eaiiern kingdoms reigi 
Mix in the great illudrious exile's train. 
From thefe, apart, Deiotarus be draws. 
The long-approv'd companion of his caufe : 
Thou beft (he cries) of all my royal friends I 
Since with our lofs Rome's power and empire en 
What yet remains, but that we call from far 
The ealtern nations, to fupport the war ! 
Euphrates has not own'd proud C»far's fide. 
And Tigris jolls a yet unconquer'd tide. 
Let it not grieve thee, then, to feek for aid 
From the wild Scythian, and remoteft Mede. 
To Parthia's monarch my diftrefs declare. 
And at his throne fpeak this my humble prayer. 
If faith in ancient leagues is to be found, 
Leagues by our altars and your Magi bound. 
Now firing the Getic and Armenian bow. 
And in full quirers feathered fhafts beftow. 
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-If when o'er Cafpian hills my troops I led, 

'Gainft Allans, in eternal warfare bred, 

I fought not once to make your Parthians yield. 

But left them free to range the Perfian field, 290 

Beyond tb' Affyrian bounds my eagles flew. 

And conqvep'd realms, that Cyrus never knew | 

£v'n to die utmoft eaft I urgM my way. 

And ere the Perfian, faw the rifing day : 

Yet wMle benesth my yoke the nations bend, ^95 

J fought the Parthian only as my friend. 

Yet more § when Came blufh'd with CraflTus' blood. 

And Latium her fcvereft vengeance vowM j 

When war with Parthia was the common cry. 

Who ftop'd the fury of that rage, but I ? 300 

If this be true, through Zeugma take your way^ 

Nor let Euphrates' ilreamthe march :delayj 

In gratitude, to ray affiftance come ; 

Jight Pompey's cawfe, and conquer willing Rome. 

Me faid j the monarch cheapfully obeyed, 305 

And ftraight afide his royal robes he laid ; 
Then bid his (laves their humbler veftments bring : 
And in that fervile veil conceals the king. 
Thus majefty gives its proud trappings o'er. 
And humbly feeks for fafety from the poor. 319 

The poor, who no difguiles need, nor wear; 
Unbleft with greatnefs, and unvex'd with fear. 
His princely friend now fafe convey'd to land. 
The chief o'erpafsM the fam'd Ephcfian ftrand, 
Icaria's rocks, with Colophon''s fmooth deep, 315 

And foamy clifh with rugged Samos keep, 

Z 2 From 
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From Coan fhorcs foft breathes the weftcm wind. 

And Rhodes and Gnidos foon are left behind. 

Then croGTing o'er Telmeflbs' ample bay, 

Right to Pamphilia's coaft he cuts his way. 320 

Sufpicious cf the land, he keeps the main, 

1'ill poor Phafelis, firft, receives his wandering train. 

There, free from fears, with eiife he may command 

Her citizens, fcarce equal to his band. 

Nor lingering there, his fwelling fails are fpread, 315 

Till he difcerns proud Taurus' rifing head : 

A mighty mafs he ftands, while down his ilde 

Defcending Dipfas rolls his headlong tide. 

In a flight bark he runs fecurely o'er 

The pirates once-infefted dreadful fliore. 330 

Ah ! when he fet the watery empire free, 

And fwept the fierce Cilician from the fea, 

Could the fucccfsful warrior have forethought 

'Twas for his future fafety, then, he fought I 

At length the gathering fathers of the ftate, 335 

In full aflembly, on their leader wait ; 

"Within Syedra's walls their fenate meets. 

Whom, fighing, thus th' illuftrious exile greets. 

My friends ! who with me fought, who with me fled. 
And now arc to me in my country's ftcad { 340 

Though quite defencelefs and unarm'd we ftand. 
On this Cilician, naked, foreign ftrand j 
Though every mark of fortunes wrath we bear. 
And feem to feck for counfel in defpair ; 
Preferve your fouls undaunted, free, and great, 345 
And know I am not falPn intirely, yet, 

Spite 
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Spite of the ruins of Emathia's plain. 

Yet can I rear my drooping head again. 

From Afric's duft abandoned Marius rofe. 

To feize the Fafces, and infult his foes. 350 

My lofs is lighter, lefs is my difgrace 5 

Shall I defpair to reach my former place ? 

Still on the Grecian feas my navies ride, 

And many a valiant leader owns my fide. 

All that Pharfalia's lucklefs field could do, 355 

Was to difperfe my forces, not fubdue. 

Still fafe beneath my former fame I ftand," 

Dear to the world, and lov'd in every land. 

*Tis yours to counfel and determine, whom 

We fhall apply to, in the caufe of Rome ; 360 

What faithful friend may beft afliftance bring 5 

The Libyan, Parthian, or u^gyptian king. 

For me, what courfe my thoughts incline to take, 

Here freely, and at large, I mean to fpeak. 

What moft diflike me in the Pharian prince, 365 

Are his raw years, and yet unpra£tis'd fenfe ; 

Virtue, in youth, no (table footing finds, 

And conftancy is built on manly minds. 

Nor, with lefs danger, may our truft explore 

The faith uncertain of the crafty Moor : 370 

From Carthaginian blood he draws his race. 

Still mindful of the vanquifliM town's difgrace 5 

From thenc.e Numidian mifchiefs he derives, 

And Hannibal in his falfe heart furvives : 

With pride he faw fubmifiive Varus bow, 375 

And joys to heai* the Roman power lies low* 

Z 3 To 
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To warlike Parthia therefore let us turn. 

Where ftars unknown in diilant azure burn ; 

Where Cafpian hills to part the world ariie, 

And night and day fucceed in other ikies ; 3^ 

Where rich Aflyrian plains Euphrates laves. 

And feas difcolour'd roll their ruddy waves. 

Ambition, there, delights in arms to reign. 

There rufhing fquadrons thunder o'er the plain 5 

There young and old the bow promifcuous bend, 3 J5 

And fatal fhafts with aim unerring fend. 

They firft the Macedonian phalanx broke, 

And hand to hand repellM the Grecian ftrokt ; 

They drove the Mede and Bad^rian from the field. 

And taught afpiring Babylon to yield j 39# 

Fearlefs againft the Roman pile they ftood. 

And triumphed in our vanquiihM Craflus' blood» 

Nor truft they to the points of piercing darts. 

But furnifli death with new improving arts. 

In mortal juices dipt their arrows fly, 395 

And if they tafte the blood, the wounded die. 

Too well their powers and favouring gods we know. 

And wifh our fate much rather would allow 

Some other aid againft the common foe. 

With unaufpicious fuccour fhall they come, 400 

Nurs'd in the hate and rivalfhip of Rome. 

With thefe, the neighbouring nations round (hall army 

And the whole eaft rouze at the dire alarm. 

Should the barbarian race their aid deny. 

Yet would I choofe in that ftrange land to die : 405 

There let our fhipwreck'd poor remains be thrown, 

Our lofs forgotten, and our names unknown : 

Securely 
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Securely there ill-fortune would I brave. 
Nor meanly fue to kings, whofe crowns I gkve : 
From Caeiar free, enjoy my lateft hour, fid 

And fcom his anger's and his mercy's pow'r. 
Still, when my thoughts my former days reftore^ 
' With joy, methinks, I run thofe regions o'er 3 
There, much the better parts of life I prov'd,, 
Rever'd by all, aj^lauded, andbelov'd; 4.15 

Wide o'er Maeotis fpread my happy name. 
And Tanai's ran confcious of my fame ) 
My vanquiih'd enemies my conquefts mourn'd,- 
And coyer'd ftill with laurels, I return'd.^ 
Approve then, Rome, my prefent cares for thee ; 420 
Thine is the gain, whatever the event ihall be. 
What greater boon canft thou from heaven demand. 
Than in thy cauft- to arm the Parthian's hand ? 
Barbarians thus fhall wage thy civil war, 
And thofe that hate thee, in thy ruin /haie. 425 

When Caefar and Phraates battle join. 
They muft revenge, or Craifus' wrongs, or mine. 

The leader ceas'd ; and ftraight a murmuring found - 
Ran through the difapproving fathers round. 
With thefe, in high pre-eminence, jhere fate 430 

Diftinguifh'd Lentulus, the conful late : 
None with more generous indignation ftung. 
Or nobler grief, beheld his country's wrong. 
Sudden he rofe, rever'd, and thus began, 
In word%that well became the fubje6l, and the man -, 

Can then Pharfalia's ruins thus control 
The former greatnef* ©f thy Roman foul ? 

Z 4 Muft 
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Muft the whole world, our laws and country, yield 
To one unlucky day, one ill-fought field ? 
Haft th ou no hopes of fuccour, no retreat, 44* 

But mean proftration at the Parthian's feet ? 
Art thou grown weary of our earth and iky. 
That thus thou feek'ft a fugitive to fly ; 
New ftars to view, new regions to explore. 
To learn new manners, and new gods adore ? 445 

Wilt thou before Chaldean altars bendj 
Worfhip their fires, and on their kings depend ? 
Why didft thou draw the world to arms around. 
Why cheat mankind with liberty's fweet found ? 
Why on Emathia's plain fierce Caefar brave, 450 

When thou canft yield thyfelf a tyrant's flave ? 
Shall Parthia, who with terror (hook from far. 
To hear thee nam'd, to head the Roman war. 
Who faw thee lead proud monarchs in thy chain, 
From wild Hyrcania and the Indian main 5 453 

Shall fhe, that very Parthia, fee thee now, 
A poor, dejc6led, humble fuppliant bow ? 
Then haughtily with Rome her greatnefs mate. 
And fcorn thy country, for thy groveling fate ? 
Thy tongue, in eaftern languages untaught, 460 

Shall want the words that fliould explain thy thought j 
Tears, then, unmanly, muft thy fuit declare 5 
And fuppliant hands, uplifted, fpeak thy prayer. 
Shall Parthia (ftiall it to our fhame be known) 
Revenge Rome's wrongs, ere Rome revenge hg: own ? 
Our war no interfering kings demands, 466 

Nor Ihall be tnifted to barbarian hands i 

Among 
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Among ourfelves our bonds we will deplore. 

And Rome fhall ferve the rebel fon (he bore. 

Why would*ft thou bid our foes trangrefs their bound. 

And teach their feet to tread Hefperian ground ? 

With enfigns, torn from Crafius, fhall they come. 

And, with his ravifti'd honours, threaten Rome j 

His fate thofe blood-ftainM eagles fhall recall. 

And hover dreadful o>r their native wall. ^ 47^ 

Canft thou believe the monarch, who withheld 

His only forces from Emathia's field. 

Will bring his fuccours to thy waining ftate. 

And bravely now defy the viftor's hate ? 

No eaftern courage forms a thought fo great. 

In cold laborious climes the wintery north 

Brings her undaunted hardy warriors forth. 

In body and in mind untaught to yield, 

Stubborn of foul, and fteady in the field 5 

While Afia's fofter climate, formM to pleafe, 485 

Diflblves her fons in infolence and eafe. 

Here filken robes inveft unmanly limbs, 

And in long trains the flowing purple flreams. 

Where no rude hills Sarmatia's wilds reftrain. 

Or rufhing Tigris cuts the level plain. 

Swifter than winds along the champian borne, 

At liberty they fly, or fight, or turn. 

And, diftant (till, the vain purfuer fcom. 

Nor with like cafe they force their warlike way, 

Where rough unequal grounds their fpecd delay. 495 

Whene'er the thicker (hades of night arife, 

Unaim'd the. (haft, and unavailing, flies. 

Nor 
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Nor are they formM with conftancy to meet 

Thofe toils, that make the panting fbldier fweat t 

To climb the heights, to ftem the rapid floods 1 

To make the dufty noon-day battle good, v 

Horrid with wounds, and crufted o'er in blood. j 

Nor war's machines they know, nor have the ikill 

To fhake the rampire, or the trench to fill : 

Each fence that can their winged Ihafts endure, 505 

Stands, like a fort impregnable, fecure. 

Light are their fkirmi/hes, their war is flight. 

And ftill to wheel their wavering troops delight. 

To taint their coward darts, is all their care. 

And then to truft tliem to the flitting air. 510 

Whenp'er their bows have fpent the feather'd (lore. 

The mighty bufinefs of their war is o'er ; 

No manly flrokcs they try, nor hand to hand 

With cleaving fwords in fturdy combate fland. 

With fwords the valiant ftill their foes invade j 515 

Thefe call in drugs and poifon to their aid. 

Are thefe the powers to whom thou bidft us fly ? 

Is this the land in which thy bones would lie ? 

Shall thefe barbarian hands for thee provide 

The grave, to thy unhappy friend deny'd ? 5*0 

But be it ib ! that death fhall bring thee peace, 

That here thy forrows and thy toils fliall ceaie. 

Death is what man ihould wi(h. But, oh ! what fate 

Shall on thy wife, thy fad furvivor, wait ! 

For her, where luft with lawlefs empire reigns, 525 

Somewhat more terrible than death remains. 

Have we not heard, with what abbopr'd defires 

The Parthian Venus feeds her guilty fires ? 

. 5 How 
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How their wild monarch, like the beftial race^ 
Spreads the pollution of his lewd embrace ?^ 530 

Unaw''d by reverence of connubial rites. 
In multitudes, luxurious, he delights : 
When gorg'd with feafting, and inflam'd with wine. 
No joys can fate him, and no laws confine ^ 
Forbidding Nature, then, commands in vain, 535 
From fitters and from mothers to abftain. 
The Greek and Roman, with a trembling ear, 
Th' unwilling crime of Oedipus may hear j 
While Parthian kings like deeds, with glory, own. 
And boaft inceftuous titles to the throne. 549 

If crimes like thefc they can fecurely brave. 
What laws, what power, fhall thy Cornelia fave ? 
Think, how the helplefs matron may be led, 
The thoufandth harlot, to the royal bed. 
Though when the tyrant clafps his noble (lave, 545 
And hears to whom her plighted hand ihe gave. 
Her beauties oft in fcorn be (hall prefer. 
And choofe t* infult the Roman name in her. 
Thefe are the powers to whom thou would'ft flibmit. 
And Rome's revenge and Craffus' quite forget. 55a 
Thy caufe, preferred to his, becomes thy fhame. 
And blots> in common, thine and Csefar's name. 
With how much greater glory might you join. 
To drive the Daci, or to free the Rhine ! 
How well your conquering legions might you lead, 555 
'Gainft the fierce Baftrian and the haughty Mede 1 
Level proud Babylon's afpiring domes. 
And with their fpoils inrich our flaughter'd leaders 
tombs i 

No 
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No longer, Fortune ! let our friendfhip laft. 

Our peace, ill-omen'd, with the barbarous Eift 5 560 

If civil ftrife with Caefar's conqueft end. 

To Afia let his profperous arms extend : 

Eternal wars there let the vi£lor wage. 

And on proud Parthia pour the Roman rage. 

There I, there all, his vi^lories may blefs, 565 

And Rome herfelf make vows for his fuccefs. 

Whene'er thou pafs the cold Araxe« o'er, 1 

An aged ihade (hall greet thee on the fhore, > 

Transfixed with arrows, mournful, pale, and hoar. 3 

And art thou (fliall he cry, complaining) come 570 

In peace and friendfhip, to thefe foes of Rome ? 

Thou ! from whofe hand we hop'd revenge in vain, 1 

Poor naked ghofts, a thin unbury'd train, > 

That flit, lamenting, o*er this dreary plain ? j 

On every fide new objects fliall difclofe 575 

Some mournful monument of Roman woes ; 

On every wall frefli marks thou ftialt defcry. 

Where pale Hefpei ian heads were fixM on high : 

Each river, as he rolls his purple tide, 

Shall own his waves in Latian flaughter dy'd. 58* 

If fights like thefe thou canft with patience bear. 

What are the horrors which thy foul would fear? 

Ev'n Caefar's fclf with joy may be beheld, 

Inthrott'd on flaughter in Emathia's field. 

Say then, we grant, thy cautions were not vain, 585 

Of Punic frauds and Juba*s faithlefs reign | 

Abounding -/Egypt ihall receive thee yet. 

And yield, unquellion'd, a fecure retreat. 

By 
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By nature ftrengthen'd with a dangerous ftrand. 

Her Syrts and untryM channels guard the land. 590 

Rich in the fatnefs of her plenteous foil. 

She plants her only confidence in Nile. 

Her monarch, bred beneath thy guardian cares. 

His crown, the largefs of thy bounty, wears. 

Nor let unjuft fufpicions brand his truth ; ^ 595 

Candour and innocence iHll dwell with youth, 

Truft not a power accuftom'd to be great. 

And vers'd in wicked policies of ftate. 

Old kings, long hardened in the regal trade, "J 

By intereft and by craft alone are fway'd, L 

And fiolate with eafc the leagues they made : J 

While new ones ftill make confcience of the truft, 

True to their friends, and to their fubje^ls juft. 

He fpoke j the liftening fathers all were moy'd. 
And with concurring votes the thought approved. 605 
So much ev'n dying Liberty prevail'd. 
When Pompey's fufFrage, and his counfel fail'd. 

And now Cilicia's coaft the fleet forfake. 
And o'er the watery plain for Cyprus make* 
Cjrpnis to love's ambrofial goddefs dear, 610 

For ever grateful fmoke the altars there : 
Indulgent ftill (he hears the Paphian vows. 
And loves the favourite feas from whence flie rofe, 
So Fame reports, if we may credit Fame, 
When her fond tales the birth of gods proclaim, 
Unborn, and from eternity the fame. 
The craggy clifts of Cyprus quickly paft. 
The chief runs fouthward o'er the ocean vaft. 
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Nor views he^ through the mHrky Yeil.of ntgbt» 
The Caiisn mountains far difttnguiihM height. 
The high-hung lantern, or the beamy light. 
HapMy at leng the labouring canvas bore 
Full on the fartheft bounds of Egypt's fltoie, 
"Where near Pelufium parting Nile defcends, 
And in her utmoft eaftem channei ends. 6i$ 

"^Twas now the time, when equal Jove on Ugh 
Had hung the golden balance of the iky : 
But, ah ! not long fuch juft proportions laft. 
The righteous feafon feon was changed and pnfsM ; 
And Spring's incroachment, on the fliortening ihad^ 
Was fully t» the wintcry nights repaid : 
When to the chief from fiiore they made report. 
That, near high Cafium, lay the Pharian court. 
This kxMwn, be lihither turns his ready fsul. 
The light yet lafting with the favouring gale. <f 5 

The fleet arrivM, the news flies fwiftly round, 
. And their new guefts the troubled court confound* 
The time wa« fliort 5 howc'er the council met, 
'Vile minifters, a monftroBs motley fet. 
Of diefe, the chief in honour, and Ae bcft, C^ 

Was old Achoreus the Memphian prieft : 
In Ifis and Oiiris he beUev'd, 
And reverend tales, from fire to fon iwxiv'd ; 
Could mark the fwell of Nile's incrsafing tide. 
And many an Apis in hk time had dyM ; ^S 

Yet was his age with gentleft manners frattght. 
Humbly he fpoke, and modeftly he taught. 
With good intent the pious feer aioie, 
And told how much ^cir ftate to "tomwi f]m^\ 



Pbthinus, deep ia arts of mifchief read, 
Who tbus, wkh faUe perfuaTion, blindly led 
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What largeaittends tfaeir monarch ought to make, 6 50 
Both for his own* and for his father's fake, 
£ut fate had plac'd a fubtler fpeaker there, 
A tongue more fitted far a tyrant's ear. 

The eafy king, to doom his guardian dead t ^ 

To ftri£ieft juftice atany ills Mong, 
And honefty is often in the wrong t 
Chiefly when ftubbom rules her zealots pofli. 
To favour tbofe whom fortune means to cniih. 669 
But thou, oh. royal Ptokmy ! be wife $ 
Changieiwitfa the gods, and Hy wKom fortune ffies. 
Not earth, fnm yen high heavens A^kh we admire. 
Not from the watery element the lire, 
Are feverM by diftin£bk>n half fo wide, 66% 

As intereft and integrity dhride. 
The mighty power of kings no more prevails, 
When juilice comes witii her deciding fcales* 
Freedom f«r all things, and a lawlefs fword. 
Alone fupport aa arbitrary lord. 674 

He that is cruel mitft be bold in ills. 
And find his iafety from the blood he (pills. 
For piety, and virtue's ihuring rules. 
To mean retirements let them lead their fools : 
There, may they ftill inglorioufly be good ; 67 j 

None can be fafe in courts, who blufh at blood. 
Kor let this fugitive defpife thy years, 
Or think a name, liko his, can caufe diy fears s 
Exert thyfelf, and let him feel thy power, 
Ajad know, that we dare drive him from out Q;xic>i^^ ^%^ 
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£ttt if thou wjlh to lay thy greatnefs dowiiy 
To feme more juft fucccifion yield thy crown j 
Thy rival fifter willingly ihall reign, 
And fave our ^gypt from a foreign chain. 
As now, at Hrft, in neutral peace we lay, 6Sj 

Nor would be Pompcy'« friends, nor Cacfar^n prey. 
Vanquifh'd, where*e'er his fortune hns been try'd. 
And driv'n, with fcom, from all the world befide, 
£y Cxfar chacM, and left by his allies. 
To us a baffled vagabond he flies. 694 

The poor remaining fenate loath his fight. 
And ruin'd monarchs curfe his fatal flight : 
While thoufand fantoms from tV unbury'd daln. 
Who feed the vultures of £mathia*s plain, 
Difaftrous dill purfue hin^ in the rear, 691 

And urge his foul with horror and deipair. 
To us for refuge now he fceks to run. 
And would OQce more with ^gypt be undone. 
Roufe then, oh ! Ptolemy, reprefs the wrong ; 
He thinks wc have enjoy 'd our peace too long : jot, 
And therefore kindly comes, that we may (hare 
The crimes of flaughter, and the woes of war. 
His friend(hip ihewn to thee fufpicions draws. 
And makes us feem too guilty of his caufe : 
Thy crown beftow'd, the viftor may impute $ 7O; 

The fenate gave it, but at Pgmpcy's fuit, 
Kor, Pompey ! thou thyi'eif Oiall think it hard. 
If from thy aid, by fate, we are debarrM. 
We follow where the god, con draining, lead; 
We ilrike at thine, but wifh 'twere CaBfar*s head. 711 

Oui 
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Our weaknefs this, this fate's compulfion calJ j 

We only yield to him who conquers all. 

Then doubt not if thy blood we mean to fpill ; 

Power awes us ; if we can, we mud, and will, 

•What hopes thy fond miftaking foul betray'd, 715 

To put thy truft in Egypt's feeble aid ? 

Our Aothful nation, long difusM to toil^ 

With pain fuifice to till their flimy foil, 

Our idle force due modefty fliould teach, 

^or dare to aim beyond its humble reach. 720 

Shall we refift where Rome was forc'd to yield. 

And make us parties to Pharfalia's field ? 

We mix'd not in the fatal ftrife before : -^ 

And ihall we, when the world has given, it o'er ? S 

Now ! when we know th' avenging viflor'-s power ? 3 

Nor do we turn, unpitying, from diftrefs ; 

We fly not Pompey's woes, butieek fuccefs. 

The prudent on the profperpus ftill attends. 

And none but fools choofe wretches for their friends. 

He faid 5 the vile aflembly all aflent, 730 

And the boy-king his glad concurrence lent. 
Fond of the royalty his flaves beftowM, 
And by new power cf wickednefs made proud. 

Where Cafium high c'erlooks the flioaly ftrand, 
A bark with armed nifHans ilraight is mannM, 
And the taik trufted to Achillas' hand. 

Can then Egyptian fouU thus proudly dare ( 
Is Rome, ye gvds ! thus fall'n by Civil War ! 
Can you to Nile transfer the Roman guilt, 
Aad let fuch bl9od by cowards hands be fpilt ? 749 



354. R O W E • S POEMS, 

Some kindrtd nmrdtrer at Icaft afTord, 

And it? iiiir. fall by CaefarV worthy f'A-ord, 

And :ho'.i, iBL^iorious, feeble, beard lef* boy ! 

DarTt iliou thy haf»d in fuch a deed employ? 

Do'js i;ct thy tiembling heart, with horror, dread 745 

Jove's ihundei, grumbling o'er thy guilty head? 

Had not hi", arms with triumphs oft been crcwn'd. 

And ev'n the vanquiih'd world his conqueit ownMi 

Had not the reverend fenate calld him head. 

And Cxfar given fair Julia to his bed, 750 

He was a Roman Cu:\: a name ftiould be 

For ever facrcd to a king, like thee. 

Ah, fool ! thus blindly by thyfelf undone, 

Tniju fetk'ft his r-jin, -vho upheld ihy throne: 

He o*iIy could thy feeb- power maintain, 755 

Who y,ave thee firft e'er -Egypt's realm to reign. 

The fcamcn, now, advancing near to /horc. 
Strike the wide fail, and ply the plunging oar j 
When the falfe mifcicanu the navy meet. 
And with diflcmblcrd chear the Roman greet. 760 

They feign their hofpl table land addrefs'd. 
With ready friendftiip, to receive her gucft 5 
Excufmg much an inconvenient fliore. 
Where (hoals lie thick, and meeting currents roar: 
From his tall (hip, unequal to the place, 765 

They beg him to their lighter bark to pafs. 

H:;d not the gods, unchangeably, decreed 
Devoted Pompty in that hour to bleed, 
A thoufand figns the danger near foretel. 
Seen by his fad prefaging friends too well. 770 

Had 
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Had their low fawning juftly been defignM, 

If truth could lodge in an -Egyptian mind. 

Their king himfelf with all his fleet had conaCy 

To lead, in pomp, his benefaflor home. 

But thus Fate willM j and Pompey chofe to bear 775 

A certain death, before uncertain fear. 

While, now, aboard the hoftile boat he goes. 
To follow him, the frantic matron vows. 
And claims her partnerfhip in all his woes. 
But, oh I forbear (he cries) my love, forbear; 780 
Thou and my fon remain in fafety here. 
Let this old head the danger firft explore. 
And prove the faith of yoa" fufpe£led ihore. 
He fpoke ; but ihe, unmoved at his commands. 
Thus loud exclaiming, ftretchM her eager hands : 785 
Whither, inhuman ! whither art tliou gone ? 
Still roufl: I weep our common griefs alone ? 
Joy ftill, with thee, forfakes my boding heart { 
And fatal is the hour whenever we part. 
Why did thy veflei to my Len>os turn ? 790 

Why was I from the faithful ifland borne ? 
Muft I all lands, all (hores, alike, forbear. 
And only on the Teas thy forrows fhare ? 
Thus, to tl>c winds, loud pJainM her fruitlefs tongue. 
While eagc'r from the deck on high fhe hung ; 795 
Trembling with wild aftonifliment and fear, 
She dares not, while her parting lord they bear. 
Turn her eyes from him once, or fix them there. 
On him his anxious navy all are bent. 
Ami wait, folicitous, the dire event. 2oo 

•A a 2 ^^ 
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No danger aim'd againft his life they doubt j 

Care for his glory only, fills their thought ; 

They wiih he may not ftain his name renownM, 

By mean fubmiflion to the boy he crown'd. 

Juft as he enter'd o'er the veflers fide, 803 

Hail, general I the oirsM Septimius cry'd, 

A Roman once in generous warfare bred. 

And oft in arms by mighty Pompey led j 

But now (what vile diihonour muft it bring) 

The ruffian (lave of an Egyptian king. Sto 

Fierce was he, horrible, inur'd to blood. 

And ruthlefs as the favage of the wood. 

Oh, Fortune ! who but would have caird thee kind. 

And thought thee mercifully now inclined. 

When thy o'er-ruling providence withheld Si 5 

This hand of mifchief from Pharfalia's field ? 

But, thus, thou fcatter'ft thy deftroying fwords. 

And every land thy victims thus affords. 

Shall Pompey at a tyrant's bidding bleed \ 1 

Can Roman hands be to the talk decreed t > 

Ev'n Caefar, and his gods, abhor the deed. ^ J 

Say you ! who with the ftain of murder brand 

Immortal Brutus's avenging hand. 

What monftrous title, yet to fpeech unknown. 

To lateft times (hall mark Septimius down ! 825 

Now in the boat defencelefs Pompey fate. 
Surrounded and abandoned to his fate. 
Nor long they hold him in their power, aboard. 
Ere every villain drew his ruthlefs fword : 
The chief perceiv'd their purpofe foon, and fpread Sjt 
His i^oman gown with ]i^^xi^iice, Q*er his head 1 
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And when the cursM Achillas pierc'd his breaft. 

His rifin^ indignation clofe reprefs'd. 

No fighs, no groans, his dijgnity profanM, 

Nor tears his ftill unfuUy'd glory ftaind : 2z$ 

UnmovM and fii*m he fix'd him on his feet, 

And dy'd, as when he liv'd and conquered, great. 

Meanwhile, within his equal parting foul, 

Thefe lateft pleafing thoughts revolving roU. 

In this my ftrongeft trial, and my laft, 840 

As in fome theatre I here am plac'd : 

The faith of ^gypt, and my fate, fhall be 

A theme for prefent times, and late pofterity. 

Much of my former life was crown'd with praife. 

And honours waited on my early days : 845 

Then, fearlefs, let me this dread period meet, 

And force the world to own the fcene complete. 

Nor grieve, my heart I by fuch bafe hands to bleed ; 

Whoever ftrikes the blow, 'tis Caefar's deed* 

What, though this mangled carcafe /hall be torn, 850 

Thefe limbs be toft about for public fcorn j 

My long profperity has found its end, 

And death comes opportunely, like a friend : 

It comes, to fet me free from fortune's power. 

And gives, what Ihe can rob me of no more, 855 

My wife and fon behold me now, 'tis true ; 

Oh I may no tears, no groans, my fate purfue ! 

My virtue rather let their praife approve. 

Let them admire my death, and my reinembi*ance love. 

Such conftancy in that dread hour remained, S60 
And, to the laft, the ftruggling foul fuftaln'd. 

A a ^ >^«i>u 
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Not fo the matron's feebler powers reprefs'd 
The wild impatience of her frantic breaft : 
With every ftab her bleeding heart was torn, 
With wounds much harder to be feen, than borne. 865 
'Tis I, 'tis I have murder'd him ! ((he cries) 
My love the fword and ruthlefs hand fupplies. 
■"Twas I allur'd him to my fatal iile, 
That cruel Caefar firft might reach the Nile j 
For Cajfar fure is there j no hand but his 870 

Has right to fuch a panicide as this. 
But whether Cacfrr, or whoe'er thou art, 
Thou haft miftook the way to Pompey's heart : 
That facred pledf;;e in my fad bofom lies. 
There plunge thy dagger, and he more than dies. 875 
Me too, moft worthy of thy fury know. 
The partner of his arms, and fworn your foe. 
Of all our Roman wives, I fmgly bore 
The camp's fatigiie, the fea's tempeftuous roar : 
No dangers, not the victor's wrath, I fear'd ; 880 

What mighty monarchs durft not do, I dar'd. 
Thefe guilty arms did their glad refuge yield. 
And claifp'd him, flying from Pharfalia's field. 
Ah, Pompey ! doft thou thus thy faith reward ? 
Shalt thou be doom'd to die, and I be fpar'd ? 885 
But Fate fhall many mean a of death aftbrd. 
Nor want th' affiftance of a tyrant's fword. 
And you, my friends, in pity, let me leap 
Hence headlong, down amidft the tumbling deep : 
Or to my neck the ftrangling cordage tie ; 
If their be any friend of Pompey niph, 
Transfix me, ftab me, do but let me die. 

My 
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My lord ! ray hu(band ! — Yet thou art not dead j 
And fee I Cornelia is a captive led : 
From thee their cruel hands thy wife detain, 89S 

RefervM to wear th' infulting vigor's chain. 

She fpoke j and ftifftning funk in cold defpair j 
Ker weeping maids the lifelefs burden beai-j 
While the pale mariners the bark unmoor. 
Spread every fail, and fly the faithlefs fhore. 900 

Nor agonies, nor livid death, difgrace 
The facred features of the hero's face j 
In the cold vifage, mournfully ferene ; 
The fame indignant majefty was feen 5 
There virtue ftill unchangeable abode, 905 

And fcorn'd the fpite of every partial gnod. 

The bloody buiinefs now complete and done. 
New Furies urge the fierce Septimius on. 
H*? rends ihc robe that veil'd the hero's head, 
And to full view expos'd the recent dead ; 910 

Hard in his horrid gi'ipe the face he prcfs'd. 
While yet the quivering mufclcs life confefs'd : 
He dre.v the dragging body down with haftc. 
Then crofs a rowt-r's feat the neck he placed j 
There, aukward, haggling, he divides the bone ^r^ 
(The headfnian*s art was then but rudely known). 
Straight on the fpoil his Pharian partner tiies. 
And robs the heartlefs villain of his prize. 
The head, his trophy, proud Achillas bears j 
Septimius an inferior drudge appears. 
And in the meaner mifchief poorly /hares. 
Caught by the venerable locks, which grow,. 

In hoary ringlets, on his genercus brow, 

A a it T^ 
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To Egypt's impious king that head they bear. 

That laurels usM to bind, and monarchs fear. 925 

Thofe facred lips, and that commanding tongue. 

On which the liftening Forum oft has htmg j 

Thaf tongue which could the world with eafc reftrain. 

And ne*er commanded war or peace in vain j 

That face, in which fuccefs came fmiling home, 930 

And doubled every joy it brought to Rome j 

Now pale and wan, is fix'd upon a fpear. 

And borne, for public view, aloft in air. 

The tyrant, pleas'd, beheld it 5 and decreed 

To keep this pledge of his detefted deed, 935 

His (laves ftraight drain the ferous parts away, 

And arm the wafting flefh againft decay j 

Then drugs and gums through the void veiQels pafs. 

And for duration fix the ftifFening mafs. 

Inglorious boy ! degenerate and bafe ! 949 

Thou laft and worft of the Lagaean race ! 
Whofe feeble throne, ere long, ftiall be compell'd. 
To thy lafcivious lifter's reign to yield : 
Cunft thou, with altars, and with rites divine. 
The rafti vain youth of Macedoo inflirinc 5 94^ 

Can JEgypt fuch ftupendous fabrics build ; 
Can her wide plains with pyramids be fiU'd ; 
Canft thou, beneath fuch monumental pride. 
Thy woithlefs Ptolomssan fathers hide; 
While the great Pompey's headlefs trunk is tofs'd 950 
In fcorn, unbuiy'd^ on thy barbarous coaft? 
Was it fo much ? Could not thy care fuftice. 
To keep, him whole, and glut his father's eyes ? 

la 
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In this, his fortune ever held the famCr 
Still wholly kind, or wholly crofs, (he came* 955. 

Patient, his long profpcrity ihe bore, 
But kept this death, and this fad day, in ftore* 
No meddling god did e^er his ppwer employ, 
Toeafe his forrows, or to damp his joy $ 
Unmingled came the bitter and the fweet, 560 

And all his good and evil was complete- 
No fooner was he ftruck by fortune's handji 
But, fee I he lies unburyM on the fand i 
Rocks tear him, billows tofs him up and down, 
And Pompey by a headlefs trunk is known. 965 

Yet ere proud Caefar touch'd the Pharian Nile, 
Chance found his mangled foe a funeral pile : 
In pity half, and half in fcorn, fhe gave 
A wretched, to prevent a nobler grave, 
Cordus, a follower long of Pompey's fate, 970 

(His quaeftor in Idalian Cyprua late) 
From a clofe cave, in covert where he lay, 
Svyift to the neighbouring Ihore betook his way : 
Safe in the (Keltcr of the gloomy Ihade, 
And by ftrong ties of pious duty fway'd. 
The fearlefs youth the watery ftrand furvey'd. 
'Twas now the thickeft darknefs of the night. 
And waining Phoebe lent a feeble light ; 
Yet foon the glimmering goddefs plainly fiiew'd 
The paler corfe, amidd the dulky flood. 980 

The plunging Roman flies to its relief, 
And with ftrong arms infolds the floating chief. 
Long drove his -labour with the tumbling main. 
And dngg'd the facrcd burden onWwYi'^^m* 
4 
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Nigh weary now, the waves inftruft him well, 985 
To feize th' advantage of th' alternate fwcll : 
Borne on the mounting furge, to fliore he flies. 
And on the beach in fafety lands his prize. 
There o'er the dead he hangs with tender care. 
And drops in every gaping wound a tear : 990 

Then, lifting to the gloomy fkies his head. 
Thus to the ftars, and cruel gods, he pray'd : 

See, fortune ! where thy Pompey lies ! and oh ! 
In pity, one, laft little boon beflow. 
He a/ks no heaps of frankincenfe to rife, 905 

No caftern odours to perfume the fkies j 
No Roman necks his patriot corfe to bear. 
No reverend train of ftatues ta appear j 
No pageant (hows his glories to record. 
And tell the triumphs of his conquering fword j loco 
No inftruments in plaintive notes to found. 
No legions fad to march in folemn round 5 
A bier, no better than the vulgar need, 
A little wood the kindling flame to feed. 
With fome poor hand to tend the homely fire, 1005 
Is all, thefe wretched relicks now require. 
Your wrath, ye powers ! Cornelia's hand denies j 
Let that, for every other lofs, fufficej 
She takes not her kft leave, ihe weeps not here. 
And yet flie is, ye gods 1 ihe is too near. 1010 

Thus while he fpoke, he faw where through the fhade 
A flender flame its gleaming light difplay'd ; 
There, as it chanc\l, abandoned and unmourn'd, 
A poor neglected body lonely bura^d* 
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He l^iz'd the kindled brands; and oh! (he faid) 10x5 

Whoe'er thou art, forgive me, friendlefs fhade j 

And tliough iinpity'd and forlorn thou lie, 

Thyfelf a better ofHce (halt fupply. 

If there be fenfein fouls departed, thine 

To my great leader (hail her rites refign : loio 

With humble joy fhall quit her meaner claim, 

And blufh to burn, when Pompey wants the flame. 

He faid ; and, gathering in his garment, bore 
The glowing fragments to the neighbouring fhore. 
There foon arrived, the noble trunk he found, 102^ 
Half wafli'd into the flood, half refting on the ground*. 
With diligence his hands a trench prepare. 
Fit it around, and place the body there. 
No cloven oaks in lofty order lie. 
To lift the great patrician to the Iky : 103a 

By chance a few poor planks were hard at hand. 
By fome late ihipwreck caft upon the ftrand j 
Thefe pious Cordus gathers where they layr 
And plants ab«ut the chief, as belt he may^ 

Now while the blaze began to rife around, loj^ 
The youth fat mournful by upon the ground : 
And ah (he cry'd) if this unworthy flame 
Difgrace thy great, majeftic, Roman name 5 
If the rude outrage of the ftormy feas 
Seem better to thy ghofl;, than rites like thefe j 1040 
Yet let thy injured fliade the wrong forget. 
Which duty and officious zeal commit. 
Fate feems itfelf, in my excufe to plead. 
And thy haid fortune j unifies my deed, 
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I only wiflrd, nor is tliat wi/h in vain, »045 

To fave thee from the monfters of the main 5 

Front vultures claws, from lions that devour. 

From mortal malice, . and from Caefar's power. 

No longer, then, this humbler flame withftand ; 

'Tis lighted to thee by a Roman hand. 105a 

If e'er the gods permit unhappy me. 

Once more» thy lovM Hefperian land to fec,v 

With me thy exilM aflies fhall return. 

And chafte Cornelia give thee to thy urn. 

Mean-while, a iignal fhall thy care provide, 1055 

Some future Roman votary to guide j 

When with due rites thy fate he would deplore. 

And thy pale head to thefe thy limbs rcftore : 

Then fliall he mark the witnefs of my ftone. 

And, taught by me, thy facred ghoft atone* 1060 

He fpoke; and ftraight, with bufy, pious hands, 
Heap'd on the fmoaking corfe the fcatter'd brands. 
Slow funk amidft the fire the wafting dead. 
And the faint flame with dropping marrow fed. 
Now 'gan the glittering ftars to fade away, X065 

Before the rofy promife of the day. 
When the pale youth th' unfinifhM rites forfook. 
And to the covert of his cave betook, 

Ah ! why thus raflily would thy fears difclaim 
That only deed, which muft record thy name ? »070 
Ev'n Caefar's felf (hall juft applaufe beftow. 
And praife the Roman that inters his foe. 
Securely tell him where bis fon is laid. 

And he flidll give thee back his mangled head. 

But 
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But foon behold I the bolder youth returns, 1075 
While, half conluni'd, the fmouldering carcafe burns i 
Ere yet the cleanfing fire had melted down 
The flefhy mufcles, from the firmer bone. 
He quench'd the relics in the briny wave, 
And hid them, hafly, in a narrow grave -; io8» 

Then with a ftonethe facred duft he binds. 
To guard it from the breath of fcattering winds ; 
And left fome heedlefs mariner fhould come. 
And violate the warrior's humble tomb ; 
Thus with a line the monument he keeps, 1085 

<* Beneath this ftone the once great Pompey fleeps. 
Oh fortune ! can thy malice fwell fo high ? 
Canft thou with Caefar's every wifti comply ? 
Muft he, thy Pompey once, thus meanly lie ? 
But oh 1 forbear, miftaken man, forbear 1 1090 

Nor dare to fix the mighty Pompey there i 
Where there are feas, or air, or earth, or flcies, 
Where-e'er Rome's empire ftretches, Pompey lies: 
Far be the vile memorial then convey'd 4 
Nor let this ftone the partial gods upbraid. 1095 

Shall Hercules all Oeta's heights demand. 
And Nyfa's hill, for Bacchus only, ftand ; 
While one poor pebble is the warrior's doom. 
That fought the caufe of liberty and Rome ? 
If fate decrees he muft in ^gypt lie, noo 

Let the whole fertile realm his grave fupply : 
Yield the wide country to his awful (hade, 
Nor let us bear on any part to tread. 
Fearful to violate the mighty dead. 
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But if one ftone muft bear the facred name, 1105 

Let it be fiird with long records of fame. 

There let the paffenger, with wonder, read. 

The pirates vanquiih'd, and the ocean freed ; 

Sertori\is taught to yield} the Alpine war ; 

And the young Roman knight's triumphal car. mo 

With thefe, the mighty Pontic king be plac'd. 

And every nation of the vanquifh'd eaft i 

Tell with what loud applaufe of Rome, he drove 

Thrice his glad v/heels to Capitolian Jove : 

Tell too, the patriot's greateft, beft renown. 

Tell, how the vi«^or laid his empire down, 

And chang'd his armour for the peaceful gown. 

But ah ! what marbles to the talk fufHce ! 

Inftead of thefe, turn, Roman, turn thy eyes j 

Seek the known name our Fafti us'd to wear, mo 

The noble mark of many a glorious year; 

The name that wont the trophy'd arch to grace. 

And ev'n the temples of the gods found place : 

Decline thee lowly, bending to the ground, 

And there that name, that Pompey may be found. 1125 

Oh fatal land ! what curfe can I beftow. 
Equal to thofe, we to thy mifchiefs owe ? 
Well did the wife Cumsean maid of yore 
Warn our Hefperian chiefs to fhun thy fhore. 
Forbid, juft heavens 1 your dews to bkfs the foil, 11 30 
And thou withhold thy waters, fruitful Nile ! 
Like .^gypt, like the land of ^thiops, burn. 
And her fat earth to fandy deferts turo. 
Have wc, with honours, dead OjQris crown'd, 
And mournM him to the tinkling timbrel's found ; 

Receiv'4 
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ReceivM her Ifis to divine abodes, 

And rank'd her dogs deformed with Roman gods 5 

While, in delpite to Poinpey's injured fiiade. 

Low in her dull his lacred bones are laid ! 

And thou, oh Rome ! by vrhofe forgetful hand 1 140 

Altars and temples, rear'd to tyrants, ftand. 

Can ft thou negle6l to call thy hero home, 

And leave his ghoft in banifhment to roam ? 

What though the vigor's frown, and thy bafe fear. 

Bad thee, at firft, the pious talk forbear ; 1145 

Yet now, at Icaft, oh let him now return. 

And reft with honour in a Roman urn. 

Nor let miftaken fuperftition dread. 

On fuch occafions, to difturb the dead : 

Oh ! would commanding Rome ray hand employ, 1 150 

The impious talk (hould be performed with joy : 

How would I fly to tear him from the tomb. 

And bear his aflies in my bofom home ! 

Perhaps, when flames their dreadful ravage make. 

Or groaning earth ftiall from the center fliake ; ^^5S 

When blading dews the rifing harveft feize. 

Or nations ilcken with fome dire difeafe : 

The gods, in mercy to us, fliall command 

To fetch our Pompey from th' accurled land. 

Then, when his venerable bones draw near. 

In long procefllions ftiall the priefts appear. 

And their great chief the facred relicks bear. 

Or if thou Itill poflefs the Pharian ftiore, 

W^hat traveller but fliall thy grave explore j 

Whether he tread Syene's burning foil, 1165 

Or vifit fultry Thebes, or fruitful Nile ; 

Or 
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X)rif the merchants drawn by hopes of gain, 

Seek rich Arabia, and the ruddy main ; 

With holy rites thy ihadc (hall he atone, 

And bow before thy venerable ftone. 1 1 70 

Tor who but fhall prefer thy tomb above 

The meaner fane of an Egyptian Jove ? 

J^'or envy thou, if abjeft Romans raife 

Statues and temples, to their tyrant's praife j 

Though his proud name on altars may prefide^ 1175 

And thine be wafti'd by every rolling tide 3 

Thy grave ihall the vain pageantry defpife. 

Thy grave, where that great god, thy fortune, lict. 

•Ev'n thofe who kneel not to the gods above. 

Nor offer facrifice or prayer to Jove, ngo 

To the Bidental bend their humble eyes. 

And worfhip where the bury'd thunder lies. 

Perhaps fate wills, in honour to thy fame. 
No marble fhall record thy mighty name. 
So may thyduft, ere long, be worn away, 1XS5 

And all-remembrance oif thy wrongs decay : 
Perhaps a better age fhall come, when none 
Shall think thee ever laid beneath this ftone 5 
When Egypt's boafl of Pompey's tomb fhall prove 
As unbeliev'd a talc, as Crete relates of Jove. 1190 
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LUCAN'S PHARSALIA* 

BOOK IX. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The poet having ended the foregoing book with the 
death of Porapey, begins this with his Apotheofis ; 
from thence, after a fhort account of Cato's ga- 
thering up the reJicks of the battle of PharfaJia, 
and tranfporting them to Cyrene in Africa, he goes 
on to defcribe Cornelians paflion upon the death of 
licr hoft>and. Amongft other things, fhe informs, 
his fon Sextus of his father's laft commands, to- 
continue the war in defence of the commonwealth. 
Sextus fets fail for Cato's camp, where he meets his 
elder brother Cn. Pompeius, and acquaints him 
with the fate of their father. Upon this occafion'the 
poet defcribes the rage of the elder Pompcy, and the 
diforders tliat happened in the camp, both which 
Cato appeafes. To prevent any future inconvenience 
of this kind, he refolves to put them upon aftion, 
and in order to that to join with Juba. After a 
^efcription of the Syrts, and their dangerous paiTagrf 
by them, follows Cato's fpeech to encourage the fol- 
diers to march through the deferts of Libya; then* 
an account of Libya, the deferts, and their march. 
in the middle of which is a beautiful digi-eflion 
concerning the temple of Jupiter- Ammon, with 
Labienus's perfq^fion to Cato to enquire of the oracle 
concerning the event of the war, and Cato's famous 
anfwtr. From thence, after a warm elogy upon 
Cato, the author gbes on to the account of the ori- 
•^inal of ferpcnts in Afric ; and this, with the d-ffcrip- 
<ion of the various kinds, and xVi^ feNii\"2\ ^^:^^'0^'^ ^"^ 
Bb ^' 
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the foldiers by them, is perhaps the moft poetical 
part of this whole work. At Leptis he leaves Cato, 
and returns to Csfar, whom he brings into Egypt, 
after having (hewn him the ruins of Troy, and 
from thence taken an occaiion to fpeak well of poetry 
in general, and himfelf in •particular. Cxfar, upon 
his arrival on the coaft of ^gypt, is met by an 
ambaflador from Ptolemy with Pompey's head . H e 
receives the prefent (according to Lucan) with a 
•feigned abhorrence, and concludes the book with 
tears, and a fceming grief for the misfortune of fo 
great a man. 

NO R in the dying embers of its pile 
Slept the great foul upon the banks of Nile, 
Nor longer, by the earthy parts reftrain'd, 
Amidft its wretched reliques was detained j * 
But, aftive and impatient of delay, 5 

5hot from the mouldering. heap, and upwards urg'd its 

way. 
Far in thofe azure regions of the air 
Which border on the rolling ftarry fphere. 
Beyond our orb, and nearer to that height. 
Where Cynthia drives around her filver light j .10 

Their happy feats the demi-gods poflefs, 
Refin'd by virtue, and prepared for blifs ; 
Of life urtblam'd, a pure and pious race, 
Worthy that lower heaven andilars to grace, 
Pivine, and ecjual to the glorious place. 
There Pompey's foul, adorn'dwith heavenly light, 16 
Soon (hone among the reft, and as the reft was bright. 
New to the bleft abode, with wonder fill'd. 
The liars and moving planets he beheld j 
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/SJ^Hen looking down on the fun's feeble ray, 
'burvev'd our Hufkv. faint- imnerfeft rJav. 



} 



&urvey'd our dulky, faint, imperfe<5l day. 
And under what a cloud of night we lay. 
But when he faw, how on the fhore forlorn 
His headlefs trunk was caft for public fcorn j 
When he beheld, how envious fortune, ftill, ^e 

Took pains to ufe a fenfelefs carcafe ill. 
He fmird at the vain malice of his foe. 
And pity'd impotent mankind below. 
Then lightly paifing o'er Emathia's plain, 
,His flying navy fcatterM on the main, 3* 

And cruel Caelar's tents ; he fixM at laft 
His relidenc*- in Brutus' facred breaft : 
There brooding o'er his country's wrongs he fate. 
The ifate's avenger, and the tyrant's fate; 
There mournful Rome might ftill her Pompey find, 35 
There, and in Cato's free unconquer'd mind. 

He, while in deep fufpenfe the world yet lay. 
Anxious and doubtful whom it fhould obey. 
Hatred avow'd to Pompey's felf did bear, 
Though his companion in the common war. 49 

Though, by the fenute's juft command, they ftood 
Engag'd together for the public good ; 
But dread PUarfalia did ail doubts decide. 
And (irmly fix'd him to the vanquiih'd fide. 
His helplci's country, like an orphan left, 45. 

Friendlefs and poor, of all fupport bereft. 
He took and cherlfh'd with a father's care, 
He comforted, he bad her not to fear j 
And taught her feeble hands once more the trade 
•f war. 

Bl)x ^^^ 
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Nor luft of empire did his courage fway, {^ 

Nor hate, nor proud repugnance to obey : 
Faflions and private intereft he forgot ; 
Not for himielf, but liberty he fought. 
Straight to Corcyra^s port his way he bent. 
The fwift advancing viftor to prevent ; 55 

Who, marching fudden on to new fuccefs. 
The fcatterM legions might with eafe opprefs,- 
There, with the ruins of -ffimathia's field, 
The flying hoft, a thoufand fhips he fiU'd. 
Who that from land, with wonder, had defcry'd 60 
The pafling fleet, in all its naval pride, 
Stretch'd wide, and o*er the difl^ant ocean fpread. 
Could have believM thofe mighty numbers fled ? 
Malea o'erpaft, and the Taenarian fhore. 
With fwelling fails he for Cythera bore : tf 5 

Then Crete he faw, and with a northern wind 
Soon left the famM Diflaean ifle behind. 
Urg'd by the bold Phycuntine's'churlifh pride, 
(Their (hores, their haven, to his fleet deny'd) 
The chief reveng'd the wrong, and as he pafs'd, 70 
Laid their unhofpitable city wafte. 
Thence wafted forward, to the coaft he came 
Which took of old from Pallnure its name. 
(Nor Italy this monument alone 
Can boaft, fince Libya's Palinure has fliown 
Her peaceful fhores were to the Trojan known.) 
From hence they foon defcry with doubtful pain. 
Another navy on tin; djftant main. 
Anxious thsy ftand, and now cxpeft the foe, 
Now their companions in the public woe ; So 
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The victor's haftc inclines them moft to fearj 

Each veflel feems a hoftile face to wear, 

And every fail they fpy, they fancy Cacfar there. 

But oh thofe fhips a different burden bore, 

A mournful freight they wafted to the fhore : 85 

Sorrows tRat might tears, ev*n from Cato, gain. 

And teach the rigid Stoic to complain. 

When long the fad Cornelia's prayers, in vain. 
Had try'd the flying navy to detain, 
With Sextus long had flrove, and long implor'-^, 90 
To wait the relicks of her murder'd lord ; 
The waves, perchance, might the dear pledge reftore. 
And waft him bleeding from the faithlefs fhore ; 
Still grief and love their various hopes infpire. 
Till fhe beholds her Pompey's funeral fire, 95 

Till on the land fhe fees th' ignoble flame 
Afcend, unequal to the hero's name j 
Then into juft complaints at length fhe broke. 
And thus with pious indignation fpoke : 

Oh fortune i doft thou then difdain t'afford 100 

My love's laft ofiice to my deareft lord ? 
Am I one chafle, one lall embrace deny*d ? 
Shall I not lay me by his clay-cold fide, 
Nor tear* to bathe his gaping wounds provide ? 
Am I unworthy the fad torch to bear, 105 

To light the flame, and burn my flowing hair? 
To gather from the fhore the noble fpoil. 
And place it decent on the fatal pile? 
Shall not his bones and facred duft be borne. 
In this fad bofom, to their peaceful urn ? no 

B b 3 What- 
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Whate'er the laft confuming flame fhall leave. 
Shall not this widow'd hand by right teceive. 
And to the gods the precious relicks give ? 
Tcrhaps, this laft refpeft, which I fliould fliow, -n 

Some vile Egyptian hand does now beftow, > 

Injurious to the Roman (hade below. J 

Happy, ray Craffus, were thy bones, y^bich lay 
Exposed to Parthian birds and beafts of prey I 
Here the laft rites the cruel gods allow. 
And fqr a curfe my Pompey's pile beftow* 
For ever will the fame fad fate return ? 
Still an unburied huft>and muft I mourn. 
And weep my forrows a'er an empty urn ? 
But why fhould tombs be built, or urns be made ? 
Does grief like mine require their feeble aid ? 12.5 

Is he not lodg'd, thou wretch \ within thy heart. 
And fix^d in every deareft vital part ? 
O'er monuments furviving wives may grieve. 
She ne'er will need them, who diklains to live. 
But oh ! behold where yon malignant flames ij* 

Caft feebly forth their mean inglorious beams t 
From my lov'd lord, his dear remains, they rife. 
And bring my Pompey to ray weeping eyes j 
And now they fmk, the languid lights decay. 
The cloudy fmoke all eaftward rolls away. 
And wafts my hero to the rifing day. 
Me too the winds demand, with frefljening gales } 
Envious they call, and ftretch the fwelling fails. 
No land on earth feenis dear as Mgypt now. 
No land that crowns and triumphs did beftow. 
And with new laurels bound, vn-^ '?otiv^t^''^>aitwi 
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That happy Pompey to my thoughts is loft. 

He that is left, lies dead on yonder coaft^ 

He, only he, is all I now demand. 

For him I linger near this curfed land : 145 

Zndear'd by crimes, for horrors lov'd the more, 

I cannot, will not, leave the Pharian fliore. 

Thou, Sextus, thou fhalt prove the chance of war. 

And through the world thy father's enfigns bear. 

Then hear his laft command, intrufted to my care, 

^ When e'er my laft, my fatal hour (hall come, 

*' Arm you, my fons, for liberty and Rome ; 

** While one fhall of our free-born race remain, 

** Let him prevent the tyrant Caefar's reign. 

** From each free city round, from every land, 155 

" Their warlike aid rn Pompey's name demand. 

** Thefc are the parties, thefe the friends he leaves, 

** This legacy your dying father gives. 

** If for the fea's wide rule your arms you bear, -% 

** A Pompey ne'er can want a navy there, C 

■**" Heirs of my fame, my fons, (hall wage my war. 3 

<* Only be bold, unconquer'd in the fight, i6z 

** And, like your father, ftill defend the right. 

«< To Cato, if for liberty he ftand, -j 

** Submit, and yield yon to his ruling hand, > 

*•* Brave, juft, and only worthy to command," «3 

At length to thee, my Pompey, I am juft, 

I have furviv'd, and well difcharg'd my truft ; 

Through chaos now, and the dark realms below. 

To follow thee, a willing (hade I go : 170 
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If longer with a lingering fafe I ftrive, -j 

'Tis but to prove the pain of being alive^ > 

^Tis to be curs'd for daring to furvive. J 

. Sbe, who could bear to fee thy wounds, and live. 
New proofs of love, and fatal grief, ihall give. 175. 
Nor need (he fly for fuccour to the fword. 
The fteepy precipice, and deadly cord j 
She from herfelf (hall find her own relief^ 
And fcorn to die of any death but grief. 

So (aid the matron ; and about her head i So 

Her veil flie draws, her mournful eyes to /hade. 
Refolv'd to (hroud in thickeft /hades her woe, 
She feeks the Ihip's deep darkfome hold below : 
There lonely left, at leifure to complain. 
She hugs her forrqws, and enjoys her pain ; 185 

Still with frefli tears the living grief would feed. 
And fondly loves it, in her hu/band's ftead. 
In vain the beating furges rage aloud. 
And fwelling Eurus grumbles in the (hroud | 
Her, nor the waves beneath, nor winds above, 1^ 
Jvfor all the noify cries of fear can move j 
In fullen peace composed fcr death (he lies. 
And, waiting, longs to hear the tempeft rife ; 
Then hopes the feamens vows (hail all be crod. 
Prays for the ftorm, and wiflics to be loft. 19.5 

Soon from the Pharian coaft the navy bore. 
And fought through foamy feas the Cypiian ihorc { 
Soft eaftern gales prevailing thence alone. 
To Cato's camp and Libya v/aft them on. 
With mournful looks from land, (as oft, we know, 
A fad pvcphtik fpirit walls oiv vj^€,^ 
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Pompcy his brother and the fleet beheld. 
Now near advancing o'er the watery field : 
Straight to the beach with headlong hafle he flies : 

- Where is our father, Sextus, where ? he cries : 205 
Do we yet live ? Stands yet the fovereigfl flate ? 
Or does the world, with Poropey, yield to fate ? 
Sink we at length before the conquering foe ? 
And is the mighty head of Rome laid low ? 
He faid 5 the mournful brother thus reply'd 5 
O happy thou ! whom lands and feas divide 
From woes, which did to thefe fad eyes betide : 
Thefe eyes ! which of their horror ftill complain. 
Since they beheld our godlike father (lain. 
Nor did his fate an equal death afford, 215 

Nor fuffer'd him to fall by Csefar's fword. 
Trufting in vain to hofpitable gods. 
He dy'd, opprefs'd by vile Egyptian odds : 
By the cursM monarch of Nile's flimy wave 

. He fell, a vi6lim to the crown he gave. 220 

Yes, I beheld the dire, the bloody deed ; 
Thefe eyes beheld our valiant father bleed : 
AmazM I lookM, and fcarce believ'd my fear. 
Nor thought tir ./Egyptian could fo greatly dare j 
But ftill I look'd, and fancy'd Cxfar there. 
But, oh ! not all his wounds fo much did move, 
Pierc'd my fad foul, and flruck my filial love. 
As that his venerable head they bear, 
Their wanton trophy, fix'd upon a fpear ; 
Through every town 'tis fhown, the vulgar's fport', 230 
And the lewd laughter of the tyrant'^ c^>3k\\. 
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*Ti8 faid, that Ptolemy preferves this prize, 
Proof of the deed, to glut the victor's eyes. 
The body, whether rent or borne away, 
By foul Egyptian dogs, and birds of prey : s 

Whether within their greedy maws entombed. 
Or by thofe wretchjed flames, we faw, confumM j 
Its fate as yet we know not, but forgive : 
That crime unpuni/h'd, to the gods we leave, 
'Tis for the part prefer v'd alone we grieve. 

Scarce had he ended thus, when Pompey, warm 
With noble fury, calls aloud to arm j 
Nor feeks in fighs and helplefs tears relief. 
But thus in pious rage exprefs'd his grief: 

Hence all aboard, and hafle to put to fea, t* 

Urge on againft the winds our adverfe way j 
With me let every Roman leader go, 
Since Civil Wars were ne'er fo juft as now. 
Pompey's unbury'd relicks afk your aid, 
Call for due rites and honours to be paid. a 

Let Egypt's tyrant pour a purple flood. 
And footh the ghoft with his inglorious blood. 
Not Alexander ftiall his priefts defend, 
Forc'd from his golden flirine he fliall defcend : 
In Mareotis deep I '11 plunge him down, 21 

Deep in the fluggifh waves the royal carcafe drown. 
From his proud pyramid Aniafis torn. 
With his long dynaltics my rage fnall mourn, 
And floating down their muddy Nile be borne. 
Each (lately tomb and monumental flone, 2( 

For thee, unburied Pompey, fliall atone. 
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'fis no more fhall draw the cheated crowd, 

Mor God Ofiris in his linen fhrowd j 

5tript of their flirines, with fcorn they Ihall be caft. 

To be by ignominious hands defac'dj 26c 

rheir holy Apis, of diviner breed. 

To Pompey's duft a facrifice (hall bleed, 

While burning deities the flame (hall feed* 

Wafte fhall the land be laid, and never know 

rhe tiller's care, not feel the crooked plow : 

None fhall be left for whom the Nile may flow : 

Till, the gods baniih'd, and the ptople gone,. 

/Egypt to Pompey fhall be left alone. 

He faid ; then hafty to revenge he flew. 
And feaward out the ready navy drew ; ^je 

But cooler Cato did the youth affwage. 
And praifing much, comprefl his filial rage. 

Meantime the fhores, the feas, and fkies around. 
With mournful cries for Pompey's death refound* 
A rare example have their Ibrrows fhown,. 28a 

Yet in no age befide, nor people known. 
How falling power did with compaflion meet. 
And crouds deplored the ruins of the great. 
But when the fad Cornelia firfl appeared. 
When on the deck htr mournful head (he r«u:'d, 2^5 
Her locks hang rudely o'er the matron'^s face. 
With all the pomp of grief's diforder'd grace; 
When they beheld her, wafted quite with woe. 
And fpent with tears that never ccas'd to flow. 
Again they feel their lofs, again* complain, 29a 

And heaven andeartli rii>SNyitK lh£vta\^%'a.%'3JvT^, 
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Soon as /he landed on the friendly ftrand. 

Her lord's laft rites employ her pious handf 

To his dear fhade (he builds a funeral pile, 

And decks it proud with many a noble fpoil. t^§ 

There fhone his arms with antic gold inlaid. 

There the rich robes which (he herfelf had made. 

Robes to imperial Jove in triumph erft difplay'd : 

The relicks of his paft viftorious days, n 

Now this his latell trophy ferve to raifc, > 

And in one common flame together blaze. J 

Such was the weeping matron's pious care : 

The foldiers, taught by her, their fires prepare i 

To every valiant friend a pile they build, 

That fell for Rome in cursM Pharfaliirs fi.Id : 305 

Stretch'd wide along the (horc§, the flames extend. 

And, grateful to the wandering (hades, afcend. 

So when Apulian hinds, with art, renew 

The wintcry pafturcs to their vcrdsnt hue, 

That flowers may rife, and fpringing grafs return, 310 

With fprcading flames the withered fields they burn, 

Garganus then and loCty Vultur Maze, 

And draw the diftant wandering fwains to gaze i 

Far arc the glittering fires dcfcryM by night, 

And gild the dufky fkics around \vith light. 315 

But, o(^! not all the forrows of the croud 
That fpokc their free impatient thoughts aloud. 
That taxM the goils, as autliors of their woe, 
And charged them with neglcft of things below; 
fJot all the marks of^hc v/Ild pcrople's love, 320 

The hero's foul, like Cato's praill, could move j 
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rre his words, but from an honeft heart, ^ 
faftion and where favour had no part, > 

th made up for pafTion and for art. 3 

ve ioft a Roman citizen (he faid) : 325 

the nobleft of that name is dead ; 
:hough not equal to our fathers found, 
their ftri£left rules of juftice bound, 
m his faults this benefit we draw, 
his country's good, tranfgrefs'd her Jaw, 
:> a bold licentious age in awe. 
tld her freedom ftill, though he was great} 
f"d the fenate, but they rulM the ftate. 
louds were willing to have worn his chain^ 
e his private ftation to retain, 
1 might free, and equal all remain. 
)cundlefs power he never fought to ufe, 
'd, but what the people might refufe : 
e pollclsM, and wealthy was his ftore, 
he gather'd but to gi^e the more, 
»me, while he was rich, could ne'er be poor. 
r the fword, but knew its r^ge to chaim, 
'd p^ace be ft, when he was forc'd to arm j 
d with all the glittering pomp of power, 
with joy, but laid it dowp with more: 34.5 
.^er houftiold and his frugal board, 
dncfs did, nor luxury aff&rd, 
the higheft fortunes of their lord. 
le name, his country's honour grown, 
lerably round the nations known, 
Home's faireft light and brightcft glory (hone. 
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When betwixt Marius and fierce Sylla toft. 

The commonwealth her ancient freedom loft. 

Some fhadow yet was left, fome Ihew of power j 

l4ow ev*n.the name with Pompey is no moi-e s 355 

Senate and people all at once are gone. 

Nor need the tyrant blufh to mount the throne. 

Oh, happy Pompey ! happy in thy fate, 

Happy by falling with the falling ftate. 

Thy death a benefit the gods did grant, ^60 

Thou might'ft have liv'd thofe Pharian (words to want. 

Freedom, at leaft, thou doft by dying gain. 

Nor liv'ft to fee thy Julia's father reign 5 

Free death is man's firft blifs, the next is to be (lain 

Such mercy only I from Juba crave, 365 

(If Fortune (hould ordain me Juba's (lave) 

To Caefar lei him (hew, but (hew me dead. 

And keep my carcafe, fo he takes my hea<.l. 

He faid, and pleasM the noble (hade below. 
More than a thoufand orators could do } 370 

Though Tully too had lent his charming tongue. 
And Rome's full Forum with his praife had rung. 

But difcord now infefts the fullen croud. 
And now they tell their difcontcnts aloud : 
When Tarchon firft his flying enfigns bore, 375 

Caird out to march, and haftcn'd to the (hore j 
Him Cato thus, purfuing as he mov'd, 
"Sternly befpoke, and juftly thus reprov'd : 

Oh, reftlefs author of the roving war, 
Doft thou again piratic arms prt- pare ? 580 

Pompey, thy terror and thy fcourge, is gone, 
And now thou hop'ft to ru\t itv<i fc^i'a ;j\QTvt, 
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He faid, and bent his frown upon the reft, 

f whom one bolder thus the chief addrefs'dy 

nd thus their wearinefs of war confefs'd : 

For Pompey's fake (nor thou difdain to hear) 

he Civil War we wage, thefe arms we bear j 

im we preferr'd to peace : but, Cato, now, 

hat caufe, that mafter of our arms lies low. 

et us no more our abfent country muurn, 39% 

ut to our homes and houfhold gods return ; 

o the chafte arms from whole embrace we fled, 

.nd the dear pledges of the nuptial bed. 

or, oh ! what period can the war attend, 

/^hich nor Pharfalia's field nor Pompey's death can end ? 

'he better times of flying life are pafl, 

et death come gently on in peace at laft. 

et age at length with providential care 

lie neceifary pile and urn prepare, 

.11 rites the cruel Civil War denies, 400 

art ev'n of Pompey yet unburyM lies. 

'hough vanquifliM, yet by no barbarian hand, 

/e fear not exile in a foreign land, 

or are our necks by fortune now befpoke, 

*o bear the Scythian or Armenian yoke 5 405 

'he \ifkor ftill a citizen we own, 

Lud yield obedience to the Roman gown. 

V^hiic Pompey liv'd, he bore the ibvercign fway j 

aefar was next, and him we now obey ; 

Vlxh. reverence be the facred ftiade ador'd, 4x0 

ut war has given us now another lord : 

^o Cxfar and fupcrior chance we yield : 

ill was determined in Emathia's £tld. 
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ICor fhall our arms on other leaders wait. 

Nor for uncertain hopes moleft the ftate. 

We follow'd Pompey once, but now we follow Fate. 

What terms, what I'atfety, can we hope for now. 

But what the viftor's mercy (hall allow ? 

Once Ponipey's prefence jtiftifyM the caufe. 

Then fought we for our liberties and laws ; 4t« 

With him the honours of that caufe lie dead, 

And all the fan^lity of war is fled. 

If, Cato, thou for Rome thefe arms doft bear. 

If ftill thy country only be thy tare. 

Seek we the legions where Rome's enflgns fly, 4.25 

'Where her proud eagles wave their wings on high : 

No matter who to Pompey^s power fucceeds. 

We follow where a Roman conful leads. 

This faid, he leap'd aboard ; the youthful fort 
Join in his flight, and hafte to leave the port j 4.30 

The fenfelefs croud their liberty difdain, 
And long to wear viftorious Caefar's chain. 
Tyrannic power now fudden feem'd to threat 1 

The ancient glories of Rome's free-born ftate, > 

Till Cato fpoJce, and thus deferred her fate ; J 

Did then your vows and ferviie prayers confpire 
Nought but a haughty mafter to defire ? 
Did you, when eager for the battle, come 
The flaves of Pompey, not the friends of Rome ? 
Now, weaiy of the toil, from war you fly, 440 

And idly lay your ufelefs armour by; 
Your hands negleft to wield the fliining fword, 
Nor can you fight but for a king and lord. 

Some 
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Some mighty chief you want, for whom to fweat j 

Yourfelves you know not, or at Icaft foi^et. 

And fondly bleed, that others may be great : 

Meanly you toil, to give yourielves away { 

And die, to leave the world a tyrant's prey^. 

The gods and fortune do at length afford 

A caufe moft worthy of a Roman fword. 45* 

At length 'tis fafe to conquer. Pompey now 

Cannot, by your fuccefs, too potent grow ; 

Yet now, ignobly, you withhold your hands. 

When nearer liberty your'aid demands. 

Of three who durft the fovereign power invade, 455 

Two by your fortune's kindei* doom lie dead ; 

And ftiall the Pharian fword and Parthian bow 

Do more for liberty and Rome, than you ? 

Safe as you are, in vile fubjefHon go, 

And fcorn what Ptolemy did ill beftow. 460 

Ignobly innocent, and meanly good. 

You durft not ftain your hardy hands in bloody 

Feebly awhile you fought, but foon did yield. 

And fled the firft from dire Pharfalia's field j 

Go then fee u re, for Cxfar will be good, 465 

Will pardon thofe who are with eafe fubducd j 

The pitying viftor will in mercy fpare 

The wretch, who never durft provoke his war. 

Go, fordid flaves! one lordly maftergone, 

JLike heirlooms go from father to the fon. 470 

Still to enhance your lei-vile merit more. 

Bear fad Cornelia weeping from the fhore j 

Meanly for hii-e expofe the matron's life, 

MeteJlus' daughter fell, and Pompt^^^ N^Mt \ 

Cc '^^"^^ 



3»6 K O WE'IS P O E'M^. 

Take too his fens : let Cx(ar find in you 
•Wretches that may ev'n Ptolemy out-<io« 
iBut let net my devoted Hfe be fpar'd, 
The tyrant ^eatly fliall that deed reward j 
£och is the price of Catb^s hated head. 
That all your former wars fhall well be paid j 
fCill me, and in my blood do Caefar right, 
Tis mean to have no other guilt but flight. 

He faid, and ftoppM the^yingTiaval power; 
Bad: they retum'dy repenting, to theihore. 
As when the bees their waxes town forfake, 
K^arelef* in air their wandering way they^take. 
No more in cluftering fwarms condensed they £y« 
But fleet uncertain through the various flcy j 
No more from flowers they fuck the liquid fweet^ 
. But all their care and induftryforget ; 
'Then if at length the tinkling brafs they hear. 
With fwift amaze their flight they foon forbeac 5 
Sudden their flowery labours they renew. 
Hang on the thyme, and fip the balmy dew. 
Meantime, fecure oa Hybla's fragrant plain, 
''With joy exults thcr happy fliepherd fwain 5 
Proud that his art had thus preferv'd his florr. 
He fcoms to think his homely cottage poor. 
With fuch prevailing force did Cato^s care 
. The fierce impatient fbldiers minds prepare, 
"To learn obtdience, and endure the war. 

And now their minds,- unknowing of repofe. 
With buly.toil to exercife he chofej 
Still with fuccefTive labours are they piy'd, 
A,nd oft in4ong.and weary matAit% apj'^. 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book IX. 387 

Before Cyrene's walls they now fit down 5 ^ 

And here the vifVor's mercy well was ihown, > 

He takes no vengeance of the captive town ; <i 

Patient he fpares, and bids the vanquifli*d live, 

Since Cato, who could conquer, could forgive. 510 

Hence, Libyan Juba's realms they mean t' explore, 

Juba, who borders on the fwarthy Moor j 

But Nature's boundaries the journey ftay. 

The Syrts are fixM athwart the middle way ; 

Yet led by daring Virtue on they prefs, 5 f 5 

Scorn oppofition, and ftill hope fuccefs. 

When nature's hand the firft formation try'd. 
When feas from lands /he did at firft divide. 
The Syrti, not quite of fca nor land bereft, 
A mingled mafs uncertain ftill (he left j 520 

For nor th^ land with feas is quite o^er-ipread, -% 

Nor finlc the waters deep their oozy bed, > 

Nor earth defends its ftiore, nor lifts aloft its head. J 
The fite with neither, and with each complies, 
Doubtful and inaccefTible it lies ; 525 

Or *tis a fea with ftiallows bankM around. 

Or 'tis a broken land with waters drown'd j* 
Here fliores advanced o'er Neptune's rule we find. 

And there an inland ocean lags behind. 

Thus nature's purpofe, by herfelf deftroy'd. 

Is ufelefs to herfelf and unemploy'd. 

And part of her creation ftill is void. 

Perhaps, when firft the world and time began, 

Her fwelling tides and plenteous waters ran ; 

But long confining on he burning loxit^ v-x^'S 

The daking feas have felt t\\c nc\gVv>QQWX^^ ^a:«^ 
Cc * 
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Still by degrees we fee how they decay. 
And fcarce refift the thirily God of Day. 
. Perhaps, in diftant ages^ *twiil be found. 
When future funs have run the burning round, 
Thefe Syrts fiiall all be dry and folid grouud ; 
Small are the depths their fcanty waves retain. 
And earth grows daily on the yielding main. 
And now the loaden fleet with a6live oars 
Divide the liquid plain, and leave the fliores, - ^ 
When cloudy (kies a gathering ftorm prefage. 
And Aufter from the Sooth began to rage. 
Full from the land the founding tempeft roars. 
Repels the fwelling furge,.and fweeps^the ihores| 
The wind purfues, drives on the rolling fand, .5 
And gives new limits to the growing land. 
•Spite of tlie feamen's toil, the ftorm prevails 5 
In vain with fkilful ftrength he hands the fails. 
In vain the cordy cables bind them faft. 
At once it rips and rends them from the maft j 5 
At once the winds the fluttering canvas tear, 
Then whirl and whifk it through thejportive air. 
Some, timely for the rifmg rage prepared. 
Furl the loofe fliect, and lafh it to the yard : 
In vain their care; fudden the furious blaft 5 

Snaps by the hoard, and bears away the maft ; 
. Of tackling, fails, and mafti>, at once bereft, 
:Tlie fhip a nakcl Irjjplcfs hull is left. 
Fffic'd round and round, /he quits her pufpos''d way. 
And hounds uncertain o'er the fwclling fea. 5 

But happier fom:: a fteady courfe maintain, 
^ Who /land far out, and Wte^ \\i<i ^<it^w .nwvt^* 
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Their mafts they cut, and^ driving with the tide. 

Safe o'er the furge beneath the tempeft ride: 

In vain did, from the fouthern coaf(, their foe, 570 

All black with clouds, old ftormy Aufter blow| 

Lowly feciire amidft the waves they lay, . 

Old ocean heaved his back, and roird them on their way, 

&)me on the (hallows ftrike, and doubtful ftand. 

Part beat by waves, part fix'd upon the fand. 575 

Now pent amidft the fhoals the billows roar, - 

Da(h on the banks, and icorn the -new-made ihore : 

Now by the wind driven on in heaps they fwell. 

The ftedfaft banks both winds and waves repel : 

Still with united force they rage in vain, 

The fandy piles their ftation fixM maintain, •. 

And lift their heads fecure amidft the watery plain. 

There 'fcapM from feas, upon the faithlefs ftrand, 1 

With weeping eyes the ihipwreck*d feamen ftand, . i 

And, caft aihore, look vainly out for land. j 

Thu» fome were loft j but far the greater partj 

Preferv'd from danger by the pilot*8 art. 

Keep on their courie, a happier fate partake, . 

And reach in (afety the Tritonian lake* 

Thefe waters ta the tuneful god are dear, 59a 

Whofe vocal (hell the fea- green Nereids hear j - 

Thefe Pallas loves, fo teUs reporting fame. 

Here firft from heaven to earth the goddefs came, 

(Heaven's neighbourbootl the warmer clime betrays. 

And fpeaks the nearer Sun's immediately rays) 595 

Here her firft footfteps on the brink (he ftaid. 

Here in the wateiy glafs her form furv«y*d. 

And calJ'd hericjf from hence^ t\\e^W^^Tv\xwivi>Vi 
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Here Lethe's dreams, from fecrct fprings below. 
Rife to the light ; here heavily, and (low. 
The filent dull forgetful waters flow. 
Here, by the wakeful dragon kept of old, 
Hefperian plants grew rich with living gold j 
Long iince, the fruit was from the branches torn. 
And now the gardens their loft honours mourn* 6 
Such was in ancient times the tale received. 
Such by our good forefathers was believed ^ 
Nor let enquirers the tradition wrong. 
Or dare to queftion, now, the poet's facred fong. 
Then take it for a truth, the wealthy wood C 

Here under golden boughs low bending ftood { 
On fome large tree his folds the ferpent wound, 
The fair Hefperian virgins watchM around. 
And join'd to guard the rich forbidden ground. 
3nt great Alcides came to end their care, £ 

Stript the gay grove, and left the branches have } 
Then back returning fought the Argive ihore. 
And the bright fpoil to proud Euryftheus bore. 

Thefe famous regions and the Syrts o'erpaft, 
They reached the Garamantian coaft at laft $ i 

Here, under Pompey*8 care the navy lies. 
Beneath the gentleft clime of Libya's flcies. 

But Cato's foul, by dangers unreftrain'd, 
Eafe and a dull una^live life diiUain'd. 
His daring virtue urges to go on, I 

Through defert lands, and nations yet unknown ^ 
To march, and prove th' unhofpitabie ground. 
To (hun the Syrts, and lead the foldier round. 

Si: 
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Since now tempeftaous' feafons vex the Tea, 

And. the declining year forbids the watery way ; • 6^9^ 

He fees the cloudy drizzling winter near, 

And hopes, kind rains may cool the futtry air^i - 

So happ'ly may they journey on fecurej 

Nor burning heats,. no» killing frofls endure ; ■ 

But while cool winfils the winter's breath fupplies. 

With gentle warmth ther Libyan' fun may rife. 

And both may join and temper well- the>flcie». 

But ere the toilfome march he undeitooky 
The hero thus the liftning hoft befpoke : 

Fellows in arms f whofe blifV, whofe chiefeft good, < 649^ ^ 
Is Rome's defence, and freedom bought with- blood ^ 
You, who, to die with liberty, from fai- 
Have followM Cato in this fatal war^ - 
Be now for virtue's nobleii tafkt-pcepar'4>^« 
Eor labours many, perilous^ and hard. . ^45 v 

Think through what burning climes ,what wilds we go s 
No leafy fhade& the naked deierts know, ■ 
Nor iilver ftreams through flowery meadows flow. 
But horrors there, and various deaths abound, .. 
And ferpents guard th' unhofpitable ground.) 65a- 
Hard is the way ;, but-. thus our fate demands 5-. 
B^me and her laws we feek amidfl thefe {ands.- 
Let thofe who,, glowing with their country *s love,- 
Refolve with me thefe dreadful plains to prove. 
Nor of return nor faffety once debate, ^^5 ^ 

But only dare to go, and leave the reft to fate. - 
Think not.I mean the dangers to difguife. 
Or hide them. from, the cheated vulgax'se^w > - 

Cc A. '^V^^ 
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Thofe, only thofe, ihall in my fate partake. 

Who love the daring for die dangcr^s fake ; €60 

Thoie who can ftsffer all the worft can come. 

And think it what they owe themfelves and Rome. 

If any yet (hall doobt> or yet (hall fear; 

Jf life be, more than liberty, his care$ 

Here, ere we journey farther, let him ftay> 

Inglorious let him, like a ilave, obey. 

And feek a mafter in fonoe faler way. 

Foremoft, behold, I lead you to the toil. 

My feet ihall foremoft print the dufty foil s 

Strike me the firft, thou flaming God of Day, 67a 

Firft let me feel thy fierce, thy fcorching ray j 

Ye living poifons all, ye fnaky train. 

Meet me the firft upon the fatal plain. 

In every pain, which you my warriors fear. 

Let me be firft, and teach you how to bear. 6f$ 

Who fees me pant for drought, or fainting firft, 

I:,ct him upbraid me, and complain of thirft. 

If e'er for Ihelter to the (hades I fly. 

Me let him curfe, me, for the fultry iky. 

If while the weary foldier marches on. 

Your leader by diftinguiih'd cafe be known, 

Forfake my caufe, ar.d leave me there alone. 

The fands, the ferpents, thicft, and burning beat. 

Are dear to patience, and to virtue fweet ; 

Virtue, that i'corns on cowards terms to pleafe, 685 

Or cheaply to be bought, or won with eafe ; 

But then (he joys, then fmilcs upon her ftate. 

Then faireft to herfelf, then moft complete. 

When glorious danger maWc% Vvw uuVj ^\t^x» 
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So Libyans plains alone ihall wipe away 69a 

The foul diihono'urs of Pharfalia^s day ; 
So (hall your courage now tranfcend that fear : 
You fled with glory there, to conquer here. 

He faid 5 and hardy love of toil infpirM j 
And every bread with godlike ardour fir*d. ,6^^ 

Straight, carclefs of return, without delay 
Through the wide wafte he took his pathlels way. 
Libya, ordain'd to be his laft retreat, 
Receives the hero, fearlefs of his fate 5 
Here the good gods his laft of labours doom. 
Here Aiall his bones and faci^ed dufl find room, 
And his great head be hid, within an humble tomb. 

If this large globe be portioned right by fame. 
Then one third part fhall fandy Libya claim : 
But if we count, as funs defcend and rifcjT 705 

M" we divide by eaft and weft tb6 flcies. 
Then, with fair Europe, Libya fhall combine^ 
And both to make the weftem half fhall join, 
Whilft wide-extended Afia fills the reft, - If 

Of all froj».Tanai8 to Nile pofleft, L 

And reigns fole emprefs of the dawning eaft. 5- 

Of all the Libyan foil, the kindlleft foimd 
Far to the weftem feas^extends its bound ; 
Where cooUng gales, where gentle Zephyrs fly, 
And fetting funs adorn the gaudy iky : 7i5- 

And yet ev'o here no liquid fountain's vein 
Wells through the foil, and gurgles o'er the plain j 
But from our northern clime, our gentler heaven, 
Refit fhing dews and fiuitiul rains are driven ^ 
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AlLMeak, the god, cold Horeat , ipfeads hit wing, 72^ 

And with our winter gives the Libyan fpring. 

No wicked wealth infe£ls the Ample foil. 

Nor golden ores difclofe their Alining fpoil s 

Pure is the glebey ^tis earth, and earth alone. 

To guilty pride and avarice unknown : 71 f 

There citron groves^ the native riches, grow. 

There cool retreats and fragant fhades beftow. 

And hofpitably fcreen their guefts^ below. 

Safe by their leafy ofiipe,. long theyrftood 

A facred, old, unviolated wood,( 730 

Till Roman luxury to Afric paft. 

And foreign axes laid their honours wafte* . 

Thus utmoft. lands are ranfack'd, to afford 

The far- fetched dainties, and the coftly board. 

But Pide and wafteful all thofe regions lie <%*. 

That border on the Syrts, and feel too nigh > 

Their fultry fummer fun, and parching (ky. . J- 

No harveil^ there, the fcatter'd grain repay**, . 

But withering dies, and ere it /hoots decays i 

There never loves to fpring the mantling vine, 740 

Nor wanton ringlets round her^lni ta twine: 

The thirfty duft prevents the fwelling fruit, 

Drinks up the generous juice, and kills the root ^ . 

Through iecret veins no tempering moiftures pafs, 

To bind with vifcous force the .mouldering mafs j . 745 

But genial Jove, averfe, difdains to fmile. 

Forgets, and curfes the negle^ed /oil. 

Thence lazy Nature droops her idle head,* 

As every vegetable fcnie were dead j 

T\iijwiec 
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Thence the wide dreary plains one vifage wear, ^ 
Alike in fummer, winter, fpring appear^; > 

Noi- feel the turns of the revolving year.. J 

Thin herbage here (for fomc ev*n here is found) 
The Nafamonian hinds colled around j 
A naked race, and barbaious.of mind, 755. 

That live upon the lof&s of mankind s . 
The Syrts fupply their wants and barren foil. 
And ftrow th' unhofpitable ihores with fpoil. 
Trade they have none, but ready ftill they fland,. y 
Rapacious, to invade the wealthy ftrand> > 

And hold a commerce, thus, with every diftant land, -r . 

Through this dirt, country Cato*s journey lay, 
Here he purfued, while Virtue led the way. 
Here the bold youth, led by his high command, 
Fearlefs of ftorms and raging winds, by land 765. 
Repeat the dangers of the fwelling main,. 
And ftrive with/ftorms and raging winds agaiar 
Here all at large, where nought reftrains his force. 
Impetuous Aufter runs his rapid courie ; 
Nor mountains here, nor ftedfaft rocks refill, 77a 

But free he fweeps along the fpacious lift. 
No ftable groves of ancient oaks arife, 
To tire his rage, and catch- him as he flies-} . 
But wide, around, the naked plains appear. 
Here fierce he drives luibounded through the air, 
Roars and exerts his dreadful empire here. 
The whirling duft, like waves in eddies wrought,, 
KiHng aloft, to the mid heaven is caught ;. 
There hangs a fullen cloud ; nor falls again. 
Nor breaks, ^ike gentle v&pous%) uiXa livsu •'^^ 
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Gazing, the poor inhabitant defci ies, 

Where high above his land and cottage flies ^ 

Bereft, he fees his loft poiTeflions there. 

From earth tranfported, and now fix*d in Air. 

Not rifing flames attempt a bolder flight ; 

Like fmoke by rifing flames uplifted, light 

The fands afcendy and ftain the heavens with night 

But now, his utnioft power and rage to boaft. 
The flormy god invades the Roman boft j 
1 he fojdicr yields, imequal to the fliock, 790 

And flaggers at the wind's ftiipendous ^oke. 
Amaz*d he iees that earth, which lowly lay, 
ForcM from beneath his feet, and torn away* 
Oh Libya I were thy pliant furface bound. 
And form'd a foJid, clofe-compa^d ground ; 795 
Qr hadft thou rocks, whofe hollows deep below 
Would draw thoie ranging winds that loofely blow j 
Their f*iry, by thy firmer mafs opposM, 
Or 19 thofe dark infernal caves inclos'd. 
Thy certain ruin would at once complete, 800 

Shake thy foundations, and unfix thy feat : 
But well thy flitting plains have learn'd to yield ; 
Thus, not contending, thou thy place haft held, 
Unfix'd art fix'd, and flying kcep'tt the field. 
U^lms, fpcacsand ihields, fnatchM from the warlikehoii. 
Through heaven's wide regions far away were toft j 
While diilant nations, with religious fear. 
Beheld, them, as fome prodigy in air. 
And thought the gods by them denounced a war. 
Such haply was the chance, which firft did raiie 810 
The pious tskle, in prieftly Num?:* Aa^j%\ 
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Sijch were thofe fliields, and thus thfy came from heaven, 
A facred charge to young pntricians given ; 
Perhaps, long fince, to lawlefs winds a prey. 
From far barbai-ians were they forcM away ; 815 

Thence through long airy journeys fafe did come. 
To cheat the croud witli miracles at Rome* 
Thus, wide o'er Libya, rag'd the ftormy fouth. 
Thus every way afTaird the- Latian youth : 
Each feveral method for defence they try, 82» 

Now wrap their garments tight, now clofe they lie : 
Now fmking to the earth, with wtight they prefs. 
Now clafp it to them with a ftrong embrace. 
Scarce in that pofture fafe $ the driving blafl 
Bears hard, and almoft heaves them off at laft. 825^ 
Meantime a fandy flood comes rolling on, 
And fweiling heaps the proftrate legions drown j 
New to the ludden danger, and difmay^d. 
The frighted foldier hafty calls for aid, 
Heaves at the hill, and ilruggling rears his head. 
Soon Hioots the growing pile, and, rear'd on high. 
Lifts up its lofty fummit to the flcy : 
High fandy walls, like forts, tlieir pa({age ftay. 
And rifing mountains intercept their wny : 
The certain bounds which ihould their journey guide. 
The moving earth and dufty delnge hide | 
So landmarks fmk beneath the flowing tide. 
As through mid feas uncertainly they movc> 
JLed only by Jove's facred lights above : 
-Part cv'n of them>the Libyan clime denies. 
Forbids their native northern ftars to rife. 
And ihades the well-Jc.no^xi lui^ itotcw >^€v( ^^i»« 
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Now near appro^Lching to the buming zoney 
To warmer, calmer flcies they joomcy'd on. 
The (lackening ftormslbe neighbouring fun confefs. 
The heat ft r ikes fiercer, and the winds grow lefs, 
Whiift parching thirft and fainting fweats increafe. 
As forward on the weary way they went. 
Panting with drought, and all with labour fpent, 
Amidft the defcrt, deiblate and dry, "850 

One chanc'd a little trkkling fpring to fpy : 
Proud of the prize, he drained the fcanty ftore. 
And in his helmet to the chieftain bore. 
Around, in crouds, the thirfty legions ftood. 
Their throats and clammy jaws with duft beftrewV 
'And all with wifhful eyes the liquid treafurc viewN 
Around the leader caft his careful look, n 

Sternly the tempting envyM gift he took, > 

Held it> and thus the giver -fierce befpoke : 3 

And think'ft thou then that I want Virtue moft 1 ^60 
Am I the meaneft of this Roman hoft ! 
J^m I the firft foft coward <that complains ! 
That (brinks, unequal to thefe glorious pains ! 
Am I in eafe and infamy the firft ! 
Rather be thou, bafe as thou art, accurs''d. 
Thou that dar'ft drink, when all befide thee thifft. 
He faid j and wrathful ftretching forth his hand, 
PourM ouit the precious draught upon the fand. 
Well did the water thus for all provide, 
EnvyM by none, while thus to all deny'd, 
A little thus the general want fupply'd. 

Now to the facred temple they draw near, 
Whofc only altai's Liby^ai \ai\d^ witt^ \ 
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TThere, but unlike the Jove by Rome ador'd, 
^^orm uncouth) ftands heaven^s Almighty Lord. '8 7 5 
No regal enHgns grace his potent hand, 
Nor (hakes he there the lightning*s flaming brand j 
But, ruder to behold, a horned ram 
Belies the god, and Ammon is his name. 
.There though he reigns unrivaPd and alone, 8 So 

O'er the rich neighbours of the Torrid Zone ; 
Though fwarthy ^thiops are to him confin'>d. 
With Araby the bleft, and wealthy Inde ; 
Yet no proud domes are rais'*d, no gems are feen. 
To blaze upon his ihrines with coftly fheen $ S85 

But plain and poor, and unpiophanM he ftood, 
Such as, to whom our great fore- fathers bow'd : 
A god of pious times, and days of old, 
That keeps his temple fafe from Roman gold. 
THere, and here only, through wide Libyans fpace, 8j^o 
Tall trees, the land, and verdant herbage grace ; 
Here the loofe fands by plenteous fprings are bound. 
Knit, to a mafs, and moulded into ground : 
Here fmiling nature wears a fertile drefs. 
And all things her& the prefent god confefs* 8^5 

'Yet here the fun to neither pole^declines, 
•But from his zenith vertically fliines : 
.Hence, ev*n the trees no friendly 4helter yield. 
Scarce their own trunks the leafy branches ihidd ^ 
The rays defcend dire£l, .all round embrace, 90a 

'And to a central point the ihadow chace. 
Here equally the middle 4ine is' found. 
To cut the radiant Zodiac in its round t 
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Here unoblique the Bull and Scorpion rife. 
Nor mount too {wift, nor leave too foon the ikies { 965 
Kor Libra does too long the Ram attend. 
Nor bids the Maid the Ji/fy (ign defcend. 
The Boys and Centaur juftly time divide, 
And equally their feveral feafons guide : 
Alike the Crab and wintery Goat return, 91* 

Alike the Lion and the flowing Urn. 
If any farther nations yet are known. 
Beyond the Libyan fires, and fcorching zone 5 
Northward from thtm the fun's brjght courfe is msde. 
And to the focithward ftrikes the leaning fliade : 915 
There flow Bootes, with his lazy wain 
Dcfcending, ieems to reach the watery main. 
Of all the lights which high above they fee. 
No ftar what-e'er from Neptune's waves is free. 
The whirling axle drives them round, and phinges 
in the fea. 
Before the temple's entrance, at the gate. 
Attending crouds of eaftcm pilgrims wait : 
Thefe from the homed god expeft relief : 
Bot all give way before the Latian chief. 
His hoft, (as crouds are fuperftitious ftill) 
Curious of fate, of future good and ill, 
And fond to prove prophetic Ammon's ikill, 
Intrcat their leader to the god wotsid go. 
And from his oracle Rome'« fortunes know : 
But Labieniis chief the thought approv'd. 
And thus the common iiiit to Cato movM x 
Chance, and the foitime of the way, he faid, 
Mnre brought Jove's facred coui^VtU \.o o>ax iv^; 
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This greateft of the gods, this mighty chief. 

In each redrefs fliali be a fure relief ^ 935 

Shall point the diftant dangers from afar. 

And teach the future fortunes of the war. 

To thee, O Cato ! pious ! wife ! and juft ! 

Their dark decrees the cautious gods fhall truft ; 

To thee their fore-determin'd will fliall tell : 94* 

Their will has been thy law, and thou haft kept it well. 

Fate bids thee now the noble thought improve 5 

Fate brings thee here, to meet and talk with Jove 

Inquire betimes, what various chance ihall come 

To impious Caefar, and thy native Rome 5 

Try to avert, at leaft, thy country's doom. 

A He if thefe arms our ^edom fhall reftore: 

Or elfe, if laws and right fhall be no more. 

Be thy great bieaft with facred knowledge fraught. 

To lead us in the wandering maze of thought: 95© 

Thou, that to virtue ever wert inclined 

Learn what it is, how certainly definM, 

And leave fome perfe6t rule to guide mankind. 

Full of the god that dwelt within his breaft, 
The hero thus his fecret mind exprefs'd, 955 

And in-born truths reveal'd^ truths which might well 
Become ev'n oi'acles themfelves to tell. 

Where would thy fond, thy vain enquiry go ? 
W-liflt myftic fute, what fecret, would'fl thou know ? 
Is it a doubt if death fhould be my doom, 
Rather than live till kings and bondage come. 
Rather than fee a tyrant crownM in Rome ? 
Or would'ft thou know if, what vie v^LVNjfcVvwfe^ 
Life, be A tritic hardly wortVv our cv^'t 
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What by old age and length of da3r8 we gain, 96^ 

More than to lengthen out the fcnfe of pain ? 

Of if this world, with all its forces joinM, 

The univerfal malice of mankind, 

Can fhake or hurt the brave and honeft mind ? 

If ftable virtue can her ground maintain, 970 

Whilft fortune feebly threats and frowns in vain ? 

If truth and juftnefs with uprightnefs dwell. 

And honefty conftft in meaning well ? 

If right be independent of fuccefs. 

And conqueft cannot make it more nor lefs ? ••975 

Are thefe, my friend, the fecrets.tfaou would'il know, 

Thofe doubts for which to oracles we go ? 

^Tis knownj 'tis plain, 'tis all already told, 

And horned Ammon can no more unfold. 

From God deriv'd, to God by nature join'd, 980 

We a£l the dictates of his mighty mind : 

And though our priefts are mute, and temples ftill, 

God never wants a voice to fpeak his will. 

When firft we from the teeming womb were brcug^t^ f 

With in- born precepts. rfien our fouls were fraught, > 

And then the maker his new creatures taught. > J 

Then when he form'-d, and gave us to be men. 

He gave us all our ufeful knowledge,* then, 

Canlb thou believe, the vaft eternal mind 

Was e^r to Syits and Libyan fands confined } • 990 

That he would choofe this wade, this barren ground, 

To teach the thin inhabitants around. 

And leave his truth in wilds, and deferts drown'd 

Is 
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^s there a place that God woiild choofe to love ^ 

Beyond this earth, the (eas, yon heaven above, > 

And 4rirtuous minds, the nobleft throne for Jove ? 3 

Why feek we farther then ? behold around. 

How all thou feed does with the god abound, 

Jove is alike in all, and always to be found* 

Let thofe weak minds, who Jive in doubt and fear, xooo 

To juggling priefts for oracles repair; 

One certain hour of death to each decreed. 

My fix'd, my certain ibul from doubt has freed. 

The coward and the brave are doora*d to fall ; 

And when Jove told this truth, he told us alL 2005 

So fpoke the hero ; and, to keep his wonl. 

Nor Ammon, nor his oracle explored j 

But left the croud at freedom to believe. 

And take ^uch answers as the prieft (hould give. 

Foremoft on foot he treads the burning faund, 10 xo 
Bearing his arms in his own patient hand ^ 
Scorning another's weary neck toprefs, 
Or in a lazy chariot 4oll at eafe : 
The panting (bldier at his toil fucceeds. 
Where no command, but great example leads. 20x5 
Sparing ofileep, ftill for the reft he wakes. 
And at the fountain, laft, his thirft he flakes s 
Wheneer by chance fome living Itream is found. 
He ftands, and iees the cooling draughts go round. 
Stays till the laft and meaneft drudge be paft, 1020 
And, till his (laves have drunk, difdaim to tafte. 
If true good men deferve immortal fame. 
If virtue, though diftre&'d, be ftiU ths. (3xca\ 
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Whatever our fathers greatly dar'd to do, 
Whate'er they bravely bore, and wifely knew, 

' Their virtues all are his, and all their praile his due. 
Whoe'er, with battles fortunately fought. 
Whoe'er, with Roman blood, fuch honours brought ? 
This triumph, this, on Lfbya''8 utmoft bound, 

t With death and defolation compafsM round, 1030 

To all thy glories, Pompey, I prefer, "J 

Thy trophies, and- thy third triumphal car, i 

To Marius* miehty name, and great Jugurdiine war. j 
His country^s ^ther here, O Rome, behold, 

'..Worthy thy temples, priefts, and ihrines of gold ! <40}5 
If e'er thou break'ft thy lordly mafter'd' chain. 
If liberty be e'erreftor'd again. 
Him ihalt thou place in thy divine dbo^es. 
Swear by his holy name, and rankJiim wifh thy gods. 
' Now to th<^e fultry regions wcrcthey paft, 1 

Which Jove to ftop inquiring mortals plac'd, 'v 

And as their utmoft, fouthem, limits caft. j 

Thirfty, for fprings they fearch the defert round. 
And only one, amidft the fands, they found. 

#Well ftor'd it was, but all accefs was barr'd; 1045 
The ftream ten thoufand noxious ierpents guard : 
Dry afpics on the fatal margin ftood. 
And Dipfas thirfted in the middle flood. 
Back from the Ibneam the frighted foldier flies, 

t Though parchM, and languifliing for drink,hc dies : x 150 
The chief beheld, andfaid. You iear in vain, 

-' Vainly from fafe and healthy draughts abftain. 
My foldier, drink^ and dread not death or pain. 

When 



3^ 

1 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA; Book IX. 405 

When urg'd to rage, their teeth the Terpen ts fix, 
And venom with our vital juices mix ; 1055 

Tb^peft inftis'd through every vein runs round, 
Infefts the mafs, and death is in the wounds 
Harmlefs and fafe, no poifon here they (hed : 
He faid J and firft the doubtful draught eflay'd 5 
He, who through all their march, their toil, their 
- thirft, io6tf 

Demanded, here alone, to drink the firfti 

Why plagues, like thefe, infeft the Libyan air. 
Why deaths unknown in various (hapes appear j 
Why, fruitful to deftroy, the curfed land 
Is tomper'd thus, by nature's fecret hand 5 • 1065 

Dark and obfcure the hidden caufe remains,\ 
And ftill deludes the vain enquirer-^ pains 5 
Unlefs a tale for ^ruth may be believM, - 
And the goodnaatur'd world be willingly deceiv'd. 

Where weftern waves on fartheft Libya beat, n 

WarmM with the fetting fun's defcending heat, > 

Dreadful Medufa fix'd her horrid feat. J 

No leafy (hade, with kind proteflion, fhields- 
The rough, the fqualid, unfrequented fields ; 
No mark of (hepherds, or the pjowman^s toil, 1075 
To tend the flocks, or turn the mellow foil : 
But, rude with rocks, the region all around • 
Its miftrefs, .and her potent vifage, own'd. 
"'Tv/as from this^ monfter to affll£l mankind, . 
That nature firft produced the fnaky kind 1 leSo 

On her, at firft their forky tongues appearM^ 
From hcr^ their dreadful hiifings firft were- beard. 

D d 3. Som« 
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Some wreathM in folds upon her temples huBg 9. 
Some backwards to her wafte depended long ; 
Some with their rifing crefts ha. foreheaddeck ; io9]^ 
Some wanton play, and laih her fwelling neck i 
And while her hands the curling vipers comb, 
Poifons di^ around, and drops of livid foam». 
None, who beheld the fary,. could complain | 
So fwift their fate, preventing death. and pain: xo^ji 
Ere (hey had time to fear, the Change came on. 
And motion, fenfe, and life, were loil in ftone* 
The foul itielf, from fudden flight debarr*d^ 
Congealing, in the body^s fortune iharM. 
The dire Euncienides could rage infpire, xo^ 

But could no mone; the tuneful Thracian lyre 
Infernal Cerberus did foon afluage, 
Luird him to reft, and foothM his triple rage 9 . 
Hydra's feven heads the bold Alcides viewM, 
Safely he faw, and what he faw, fubdued : xxo* 

Of thefe in various terrors each excell'd j 
But all to this fuperior fury yield. 
Phorcus and Coeto, next to Neptune he. 
Immortal both, and rulers of the lea. 
This monfter's parents did their offspring dread 5 X105 
And from her fight her fifter Gorgons fled. 
Old ocean's waters, and the liquid air, 
T>vc univerfal world her power might fear: 
All nature's beauteous works flie could invade. 
Through every part a lazy numbnefs feed. 
And over all a ftony furface fpread. 
Bi|:ds in their flight were flopt, and ponderous grown, 
Forgot their pinions, and fell fenfelefs down, 

Beafts 
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Beafts to the rocks were fixM, and all around 

Were tribes of ftone and marble nations found. • X115 

No living eyes fo fell a fight could bear $ 

Her fnakes themfelves, all deadly though they were* 

Shot backward from her face, and ihrunk away for 

fear. 
By her, a rock Titanian, Atlas grew, - 
And heaven by her the giants did fubdue t 1120 

Hard was the fight, and Joye was half difmay^d. 
Till Pallas brought the Gorgon to his aid 1 • 
The heavenly nation laid afide their fear. 
For foon (he finiih'd the prodigious war i 
To mountains tum'd, the monfter race remains, 1115 
The trophies of her power on the Phlegraean plains. 

To feek this monfter, and her fate to prove, 
The fon of Danae and golden Jove, 
Attempts a flight through airy ways above, 
The youth Cyllenian Hermes' aid implorM j 1130 

The god aflifted with his wings the fword. 
His fword, which late made watchful Argus bleed. 
And 16 from her cruel keeper freed : 
Unweddcd Pallas lent a filler's aid 5 
But alk'd, for recompence, Medufa's head. 1x35 

Eaftward (he warns her brother bend his flight. 
And from the Gorgon realms avert his fight j 
Then arms his left with her refulgent fliield. 
And (hews how there the foe might be beheld. 
Deep flumbers had the drouiy fiend polFefl, 1 140 

Such as drew on, and well might feem, her laft 1 
And yet (he flept not whole 3 one half her fnakes 
Watchful, to guard their horrid millrcfs, wakes 
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Thj reft dlihevd'd, loofcly, round her head. 

And o*er her droufy lids and face were fpread. 1 145 

Backward the youth draws near> nor dares to look. 

But blindly, at a venture, aims a ftroke : 

His faltering hand the virgin goddefs guides. 

And from the monfter's ne:k her fnaky head divides. 

But oh ! what art, what numbers, can exprefs 1x50 

The terrors of the dying Gorgon's face ! 

What clouds of poifon from ker lips arife t 

What death, what vaflt deftru6tion, threatened in fier 

eyes I 
'Twas fomewhat that immortal gods might fear. 
More than the warlike maid herfelf could bear. 1155 
The vi^bor Pcrfeus ftill had been fubdued. 
Though, wary ftill, with eyes averfe he ftood t 
Had not his heavenly fitter's timely care 
Veird the dread vifage with the hifling haip» 
Seiz'd of his prey, heavenwards, uplifted light, 1169 
On Hermes' nimble wings, he took his flight. 
Now thoughtful of his courfe, he hung in air. 
And meant through Europe's happy clime to fteer j 
Till pitying Pallas warnM him not to blaft 
Her fruitful fields, nor lay her cities wafte. 1165 

For who would not have upwards caft their fight. 
Curious to gaze at fuch a wondrous flight ? 
Therefore, by gales of gentle Zephyrs borne. 
To Libya's coaft the hero minds to turn. 
Beneath the fultry line, expos'd it lies 11 70 

To deadly planets, and malignant fkies. 
Still, with his fiery fteeds, the god of day 
Drives through that heaven, and makes his burning way. 
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No land more high crefts its lofty head. 

The iilver moon in dim eclipfe to (hade ; 1175 

If through the fummer figns dire61: fhe ran. 

Nor bends obliquely, north or fouth to fliun 

The envious earth that hides her from the fun. 

Yet could this foil accurf^, this barren fieldy 

locxeafe of deathS) and poifonous harve(U yield. 11 go 

Where-e'er fublime in air the vi6lor flew,. 

The monger's head diftiird a deadly dew ; 

The earth received the feed, and pregnant grew. 

Still as the putrid gore dropt on the.fand^ 

'Twas tempered up by nature's forming hand 5 1 185 

The glowing climate makes the work coraplete^ 

And broods upon the mafs, and lends it genial heat. 

Firltof thofc plagues the droufy Afp appeared. 
Then firft her creft and fweiling neck fhe rear'd ; 
A larger drop of black congealing blood 119P 

Diftinguifli'd her amidft.tbe deadly brood. 
Of all the ferpent race are none fo fiell. 
None with fo many deaths fuch plenteous venom fwelJ j" 
Chill in themfelves, our colder climes they (hun. 
And choofe to ba(k in Afric's warmer fun $ 1 195 

But Nile no more confines them now : . What bound 
Can for infatiate avarice be found-l 
Freighted with Libyan deaths our merchants come,. 
And poifonous Afps are things of price at Rome. 

Her fcaly folds th' Hsemorrhois unbends, i zoo 

And her vaft length along the fand extends j 
Where-e'er (lie wounds, from every part the blood 
Guihcs refilUefs in a crimfon flood. 

Amphibious 
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Aniphibious fome do ki the Syrts abound. 
And now on land, in waters now are found. xze^^ 

Slimy Chelyders the parch'd earth difiain. 
And trace a reeking fiirrow on the plain. 

The (potted Cenchris, rich in variout tljret, ■ 
Shoots in a line, and forth direcUy flies t 
Not Theban marbles are fo gayly drefa'd, xiio 

Nor with fuch party-colour'd beauties gracM. 

Safe in his earthly hue and duiky (kin, 
Th* Ammodites lurks in the fands unfeen : 
The Swimmer there the cryftal ftream pollutes ; 
And fwifty through air, the flying Javelin ihoots. 1215 
The Scytale, ere yet the fpring returns, 
There cafl^s her coat j and there the Dipfas bums ; 
The Amphisb9?na doubly arm'd Appears, 
At either end a threatening head fhe rears. 
Rais'd on his aftive tail the Pareas ftands, mo 

And, as he pafles, furrows up the fands. 
The Prefter by his forming jaws is known j "i 

The Seps invades the flcfli and firmer bone, > 

Diflblves the mafs of man, and melts his fabric down. J 
The Bafililk, with dreadful hidings heard, 1225 

And from afar by every ferpent fear'd, 
To diflance drives the vulgar, and remains 
1 he lonely monarch of the defert plains. 

And you, ye dragons of the fcaly race. 
Whom glittering gold and fhining armours grace, 1230 
In other nations harmlefs are you found, 
This guardian Genii and protcftors own'd j 

In 
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In Afric only are you fetal } there, y 

On wide-expanded wings, fublime you rear > 

Your dreadful forrat, and drive the yielding air. ^ 
The lowing kine in droves you chace, and cull 
Sonae matter of the herd, fome mighty bull : 
Around his ftubbom fides your tails you twift. 
By force comprefs, and burft his brawny cheft. 
Not elephants are by their larger fize 1^4.0^ 

Secure, but, with tlic reft, become your prize. 
Rcfiftlefs in your might, you all invade. 
And fordeftruftion need not poifon's aid. 
Thus, though a thoufand plagues around them' 
fpread, 
A weary march the haidy foldiers tread, 
Through thirft, through toil and death, by Cato led. 
Their chief, with pious gclcf and deep regret. 
Each moment mourns his friends untimely fate; 
Wondering, he fees fome fmall, fome trivial wound 
Extend a valiant Roman on the ground. 1250 

Aulus, a noble youth of Tyrrhene blood. 
Who bore the ftandard, on a Dipfas trode $ 
Backward the wrathful ferpent bent her head. 
And, fell with rage, th' unheeded wrong repay'd. 
Scarce did fome little mark of hurt remain, 1^55^ 

And fcarce he found fome little fenfe of pain 5 
Nor could he yet the danger doubt, nor fear 
That death, with all its terrors, threatened there. 
When lo ! unfcen, the fecret venom fpreads, 
And every nobler part at once invades j 1260- 

Swift flames confume the marrow and the brain, 

And the fcorch'd entrails rage with burning pain ; 

Uqotv 
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Upon his heart the thlrfty poifons prey» 
And drain the facred juice of life away. 
No kindly floods of moifture bathe his tongue, 1265 
But cleaving to the parched roof it hungj 
No trickling drops diftil, no dewy fweat. 
To eafe his weary limbs, and cool the raging heat. 
Nor could he weep 5 ev'n- grief- could not fupply ^ 
Streams for the mournful office of his eye, > 

The never-failing fource of tears was dry, -i 

Frantic he flies, and with a carelefs hand •^. 

Hurls the negle^led eagle on the fand ;. > 

Nor hears, nor minds, his pitying chief's commands ^ 
For fprings he feeks, he digs, he proves the ground, 
For fprings, in vain, explores the defert round, 1276. 
For cooling draughts, which might their aid impart. 
And quench the burning venom in his heart. 
Plung'd in the Tanai's, the Rhone, or Po, -j 

Or Nile, whofe wandering dreams o'er iEgypt flow, > 
Still would he rage, ftill with the fever glow. J 

Thefcorching climate to his fate confpires. 
And Libya's fun aflifts the Dipfas* fires. 
Now every where for drink, in vain he pries. 
Now to the Syrts and briny Teas he flies j 
The briny feas delight, but fecm not to fuffice. 
Nor- yet he knows what fecret plague he nurs'd. 
Nor found the poifon, but believ'd it third. 
Ofthirft, and third alone, he ftill complains, 
Ravingfor thirft, he tears his fwtUing veins; 1290 

From every veflel drains a crimfon flocd, 
And quaffs in greedy draughts his vital llood. 

This 
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This Cato faw, and ftraight, without delay. 
Commands the legions on to urge their way,; 
Nor give th' enquiring foldier time to know ^295 

What deadly deeds a fatal thirft could do. 

But foon a fate more fad, with new furprize, 
From the firft objeft turns their wondering eyes. 
Wretchfid Sabellus by a Scps was ftungj 
FizM to his leg, with deadly teeth, it hung: 1300 

Sudden the foldier (hook it^from the wound. 
Transfixed and nailM it to the barren ground. 
Of all the dire deib:u£live ferpent race, 
None have ib much of death, though none areiefs. 
For ftraight, around the part, the f kin withdrew. 
The flefh and ihrinking finews backward flew. 
And left the naked bones exposM to view* 
The ipreading .poiibns all the parts confound. 
And the whole -body iloks within the wound. 
The brawny thighs no more their mufcles boaft, »3io 
But, melting, all in liquid filth are loft ; 
The well-knit groin above, and ham below, 
Mixt in one putrid ftream, together flow j 
The firm Peritonaeum, rent ia twain, ^ <| 

No more the prefling entrails could fuftain, > 

It yields, and forth, they fall, at oncfttfaey gufh amain. > 
Small relics of the mouldering mafs were left. 
At once of fubftance, -as of form bereft ; 
Diflblv'd the whole in liquid poifon ran. 
And to a naufeous puddle flirunk the man. 1310 

Then burft the rigid nerves, the manly breaft, 
And all the textuiv of the heaving cheft ; 

Reiiftkft 



Refiftlefs way the conqaering venom made, 
J^nd fecret nature was at once difplay^d j 
Her facred privacies aH open lie 1315 

To each prophane, enquiring, vulgar eye. 
Then the broad fhoulders did the peft invade. 
Then o>r the valiant arms artd neck it fpread ; 
Lall funk, the mind's imperial feat, the head* 
-So fnows diflblv'd by fouthem breezes run, 1330 

So melts the wax before the noon-day fun. 
J^or end« the wonder here ; though Barnes are known 
To wafte the flefh, yet ftill they fparethe bone : 
Here none were left, no leaft remains were feen j 
2io marks to ihew, that onoe the man had been. 1531 
Of all the plagues which curfe the Libyan land, 
(If death and mifchief may a crown demand) 
Serpent, the palm i« thine. Though others may 1 
Boaft of their j)ower to force the foul away, > 

Y-et foul and body both become fhy prey. 3 

A fate of different kind Nafidius found, 
A burning Puefter gave the deadly wound ; 
-And ftraight a fudden flame began to.fpread. 
And paint his vifage with a glowing red. 
With fwift expanfion fwells the bloated skin, 
Nought but an undiflinguifhed mafs is feen. 
While the fair human form lies loil: within. 
The puffy poifon fpreads, and heaves arounfl. 
Till all the man is in the monfter drown'd. 
No more the fleely plate his breaft can ib^, 1350 

JBut yields, and gives the burfling poifon way. 
NotwatcFs fo, when fire the rage fupplies, 
Bubbling on heaps, in boiling cauldrons rife : 

Kor 
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Nor fwcllff the ftretching canvas half fo faft. 
When the fails gather ail the driving blaft, 

> Strain the tough yards, and bow'the lofty mail, 
The various parts no longer now are known, 

' One headlefs formlefs heap remains alone ; 
The feathered kind avoid the fatal feaft. 
And kave k deadly to fome hungry beaft$ 1360 

With horror feiz'd, hi$ fad companions tooy 
In hafte from the unbury'd carcafe flew ; 
Looked back, but fled again, for ftill the monftergrew, 

But fertilt Libya ftill new plagues fupplies, 
And to more horrid monfters turns their eyes. •" 1 365 
Deeply the fieire Hxmorrho'is impreft 
Her fatal teeth on Tullus' valiant breaft, 

' The noble youth: with virtue's love infpirM, 
Her, in her Cato, followM andadmirM ; 
Mov'd by his great example, vowM to fhare, - 1370 
With him, each chance of that difallrous war. 

- And as when mighty Rome''s fpe^ators meet 
In the full tbeatre^s capacious feat. 
At once, by fecret pipes and channels fed, 
JRich tin£lures gufli from every antique head ; 1375 
A-t once ten thoufand faflfron currents flow. 
And rain their odours on the -croud below : 
80 the warm blood at once from every part 
Ran purpje poifon down, and drained the fainting hearf« 
Blood falls for tears, and o'er his mournful face 1380 

The ruddy drops their tainted paflage trace i 

Where-e'er the liquid juices find a way, 

There ibeams of bleod><ther^ orimfon rivers ftray t 

His 
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His mouth tand guibing noftrils pour a flood. 

And cv^n the pores ooze out the trickling blood ; Z.3S5 

In the red deluge all the parts lie drown'd, 

And the whole body feems one bleeding wound. 

Laevus, a, colder Afpic bit, and ftraight 
His blood forgot to flow, his heart to beat ; 
Thick Hiades -upon his eye-lids feemM to creep, 1 1^9 
And lock him fail in everlading ileep : 
No fenfe of pain, no torment did he know. 
But funk in ilumbers to the (hades below. 

Not fwifter death attends the noxious juice. 
Which dire Sabaean Aconites produce. 1^5 

Well may their crafty priefU divine, and well * 

The fate which.they themfelves can caufe, foretel. 

Fierce from afar a dacting Ja\«lin (hot, 
(For fuch, the Terpen ts name has Afric taught) 
And through unhappy Paulus" temples flew ^ J4J0O 
Nor poifon, but a wound, the foldier flew. 
No flight fo fwift, fo rapid none we know, 
Stones for the founding fling, compared, are flow. 
And the fliaft loiters from the Scythian bow. 

A bafilifl^ bold Murrus kill'd in vain, 1405 

And naird it dying to the fandy plain j 
Along the fpear the Aiding venom ran. 
And fudden, from the weapon, feiz'd the man 1 
His hand flrfl touchM, ere it his arm invade. 
Soon he divides it with his fliining blade t 1410 

The ferpent's force by fad example taught. 
With his loft hand, his ranfom'd life he bought. 

Who that the fcorpion's infcft form furveys, 
Would tliink that ready Ae;xXW\>i q^W Q\>«i%'^ av\«, 
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Threatening, he re^s his knotty t^jl on high 5 
The vaft Orion thus. he dpomM to die. 
And fix'd him^ his proud trophy in the iky. 

Or could we the ^alpuga's anger dread^ 
jQr fear upon her little cell to tjre^d i 
Yet (he the fatal threads of life ftmraapds, j^^o 

And quickens oft the jStygis^i fiilers' hapds, 

Puriiied by dangers;^ thus they pafsM away 
The reftlefs night", and thus the cheerlefs d^y ; 
JEv'41 earth itfclf they fear'd, the cpmnion bed. 
Where each lay dojyn to reft his weary head : 14.15 
There no kind trees their kafy cpuches Oxq^r, 
The fands no tpi^ npr moiTy beds beftow $ 
But tir'd, and fainting >nrith the tdSioi^s toil, 
.Exposed tliey ileep upon the fatal CqW, 
With vital heat they brood uppn the ground, 1430 
And breathe .a kind attra^iye vapour round. 
iWhile chill, with colder night's ungentle air, 
To man's wanp ^reaft his ib^ky foes repair, 
^nd find, ungrateful gueftsj a ihelter there. 
Thence frefti fupplies of poilbnous rage return, 1435 
And fiercely with xpcruited deaths, thcy: b.uiii. 

Reftore> .thus fadly oft the foldier fi^id, 
Jleftore Emathia's plains, from whence we fled j 
^ fThisgira^e, ,at Jieaft, .ye cruel g9ds afford. 
That we m-fy.f all Jbw^f *» }-^^ )^^f^l^: fword. 1440 

The Pipfa's bpre in Caef^ls ;p,ura|xh /hare, 
,And fell. Cpr;aiit« .w^agc his civil war. 
Or let us hafte,stwfiyr prefs fai ther on, '\ 

.;X/rge,oilrhrfd paflfuge to the byrning zo^e, > 

And 4iq Jby tl^^de^sptlief ^'^ !^?^^T^t^ >Wt% \ 



\ 



4i« ROWE'S POEMS, 

Afric, tliy deferts we accufe no more. 
Nor blame, oh nature ! thy, creating power : 
From man thou wifdy didft thefe wilds divide. 
And for thy «nonfters here alone {Kxivide | 
A region wafte and void of ail befide. 
fThy prudent care foroad the 'barren field. 
The yellow harveft's ripe increafe to yield ; 
Man and his labours well thou didft deny* 
And bad*ft him from the land of •poifooft Ay* 
We, impious we, the bold irruption made 3 1455 

-We, this the ferpent^s world, -did firft invade j 
Take then our lives a forfeit for the crime. 
Whoe'er thou art, that mrft this curfed clime t 
What god foe'er, that only lov'il to reign. 
And doft the commerce of mankind difd^n 9 X4I0 

* Who, to fecure thy horrid empire's bound. 
Haft fixt the Syrts, and torrid realms around 5 

Here the wild waves, there the flames fcorchiog brettb. 
And fiird the dreadful middle fpace with death. 
Behold, to th^ retreats our arms \re bear, 1465 

• And with Rome's civil rage prophane thee here j 
Ev'n to thy inmoft feats we ftrive to go. 

And feek the limits of the world to know. 
Perhaps more dire events attend us yet ; 
New deaths, new raonfters, ftill we go to meet. J47O 
' Perhaps to thofe far feas our journey bends, 
Where td the waves the burning fun defcends $ 
Where, rufhing headlong down heaven^ azure ftcep, 
' All red he plunges in the hiding deep. 
Low /inks the pole, declining from its height, 1475 
And fecm$ to yield beutaxh 1^ t«^\^ "v^^t^ 
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Nor farther lands frpm fame herfcif are knovrn. 
But Maui-itanian Juba'^s realms ialone« 
Perhaps, while, rafhly daring, on we paf$. 
Fate may difcover ibme more dreadful place ; 1480 
Till, late repenting, we may wifti in vain 
To fee thefe ferpents, and thefe fands again. 
One joy at leaft do thefe fad regions give, 
Ev'n here we know 'tis pofiible to live ; 
That, .by4he native plagues, \<^e may perceive. 
Nor afk we now for Alia's gentler day, 
Nor now for European iuns we pray j 
Thee, Afric, now, thy' abfence we deplore, 
.And fadly think we ne'er (hall fee thee more. 
Say, in what part, what climate, art thou \o&. f 1490 
Where have we left Cyrene's happy froft ? 
Cold fkies we felt, and frofty winter there. 
While more than fummer funs are raging here. 
And break the laws x)f the well-order d year. 
"Southward, beyond earth's limits, are we pafs'd, 1495 
And Rome, at length, beneath ourfeet is plac'd. 
Grant us,, ye gods, one pleafure ere wc die. 
Add to our harder fate this only joy, 
That Coefar may purfue, and follow where we 1 

Impatient, thus the foldier oft complains, 1500 

And feems, by telling, to relieve his pains. 
But moft the virtues of their matchlefs chief 
Inipire new ftrength, to bear with every grief | 
All night, with careful thoughts and watchful eyes, 
On the bare fands expo^^d the hero lies; 1505 

In every place alike, in every hour, 
Dares his ill for^uncV ^i^^ defies \\tt ^o>nw» 
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Unwcary'd ftill, his common care attends 
On every fate, and chears his dying friends : 
With ready hafte at each fad call he flics, X5i» 

And more than health, or life itfclf, fupplies ; 
With virtue's nobleft precepts arms their fouls. 
And ev'n their forrowt, like his own, controls. 
Where-e'er he comes, no figns of grief are fliown ; ^ 
Grief, an unmanly weaknefs, they difown, > 

And fcom to figh, pr breathe one parting groan, j 
•StiW urging on his pious cares, he ftrove 
The fenfe of outward evils to remove j 
And, by his prefence, taught them to diiHain 
The feeble rage and impotence of pain. 1520 

But now, fo many toils and dangers paft. 
Fortune grew kind, and brought relief at laft. 
Of all who fcorching Afric's fun endure. 
None like the fwarthy Pfyllians are fecure. 
Skiird in the lore of powerful herbs and charms, 1515 
Them, nor the ferpent's tooth, nor poifon harms ; 
Nor do they thus in arts alone excel, 1 

But nature too their blood has tempcr'd well, > 

And taught with vital force the venom to repel. j 
With healing gifts and privileges grac'd, 1530 

Well in the land of ferpents were they plac'd ; 
Truce with the dreadful tyrant, death, they haye^ 
And border fafely on his realm, the grave. 
Such is their confidence in true-bom blood. 
That oft with afps they prove their doubtful brood ; 
When wanton wives their jealous rage inflame, 1536 
ThencW'hom iofant clears or damns the dame i 

If 
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If Aibje^l to the wrathful ferpent's wound, 

The mother's ftamp i§ by the danger foni;id i 

But if unhurt the fearlefs infant laugh j 1540 

The wife is honeft, and the hijfband fafe. 

Sp when Jove's bird, qn fome ^all cedai's head, 

Ijas a new race of generous eaglets brecj, 

\|^hile yet unplum'd, within the neft they lie, 

W^ry l^p turns tl^efn to the eaftern Iky j 

'J'hep if, unequal to the god of day, 

Aba(h*d they fluinl^, and ihun the potent ray. 

She (purns them forth, and cads them quite a\vay : 

But if with daring eyes unmov'd they g^ze, 

\Vithftand the light, and bear the golden blaze ; 1550 

Tender ilie broods them with a parent's lovej 

The future fervants of her matter Jove. 

Nor fafe themfelyes, alone, the Pfyllians are, 

But to their guefts extend their friendly care. 

Firft, where the Roman camp is mark'd, around n 

Circling they pafs, then, chanting, charm the ground f 

And chacethe ferpents with the myftic founr*. ^ 

Beyond the fartheft tents rich fires they build. 

That healthy medicinal odours yield j 

There foreign Galbanum diilblving fries, 1560 

And crackling flames from humble Wall-wort rile 5 

There Tamariflc, which no green leaf adorns. 

And there the ipicy Syrian Coftos burns. 

There Ccntory iuppUes the wholefome .^aroe^ - 

That from TheflTalian Chiron take* its name ; X565 

The gummy Larch-Tree, and \.he Thapfos there. 

Wound-wort and Maiden-weed, perfume the air. 



I 



411 R O WE*S P OEM ^, 

There the large branches of the long-livM hart; 
With Souttieip-wood, their odours ftrong impsyf. 
The monfters of the land, the ferpents ^l^ ' r^T^ 
Fly far away, and fiiun the hoftiJe fmell. 
Securely thus they pafs the nights away ; 
And if they chance to meet a wound by dkj. 
The Pfyllian artifts ftraight their flcill difplay. 
• Then (hives the Leach the power of charms to Aow, 
And bravely combats with the deadly foe : 157^ 

With fpittle firft, he marks the part around; 
And keeps the poifon prifoner in the wound'; 
Then fuddcn he begins the magic fbng, 
And rolls the numbers hafty o*er his tongue ; 15(0 
^wift he runs on j nor paufbs once for breathy 
To (lop the progrefs of approaching death : 
He fears the cure might fufFer by delay, 
And life be loft but for a moment's ftay.. 
Thus oft, though deep within the veins it lies, 15^5 
By magic numbers chac'd, the mifchief flies 2 
But if it hear too flow, if ftill it ftay. 
And fcom tjie potent charmer to obey 5 
With forceful lips he faftens on the woundj 
Drains out, and fpits the venom to the ground. 1590 
Thus, by long ufe and oft cxperience[taught. 
He knows from whence his hurt the patient got ; 
lie proves the part through which the poifon paft. 
And knows each various ferpent, by the tafte. 

'I'he warriors thus relieved, amidft their pains, 15^3 
Held on their pafTage through the defert plains : 
And now the filver eraprefs of the night 
Jlufl luli, and iv.'ice ve^iu\ Oi^Vv^it \ivi\xQvr ^\\^v> 
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While Cata> wandering o*er the wafteful field. 

Patient In all his labours, (he beheld. 160^ 

At length condensed in clods the fands appear. 

And (hew a better foil and country near ; 

Now from afar thin tufts of trees ari(e> 

And fcattcring cottages delight their eye8» 

But when the foldier once beheld again 1605 

The raging lion (hake his horrid mane. 

What hopes of better huids his foulpofleft t 

What joys he felt, to view the dreadful beaft:! 

Leptis at laft they reacVd, that neareft lay, 

There free from dorms, and the fun*s parching ray. 

At eafe they pafs'd the wintery yearaway* 

When fated with the joys which (laughters yield. 
Retiring Caefar left Emathla^s field j 
His other cares laid by, he fought alone 
To trace the footfteps of his dying fon. X615 

Led by the guidance of reporting fame, 
Firft to the Thracian Heilefpont he came* 
Here young Leander.peri(hM in the flood. 
And here the tower of mournful Hero (lood : 
Here, with a narrow (bram, the flowing tide, x62» 
Europe, from wealthy Afia, does divide. 
From hence the curious vi6lor paffing o'er. 
Admiring fought the fam'd Sigaean (liore. 
There might he tombs of Grecian chiefs behold. 
Renown d in (acred verfe by bards of old* i6i^ 

There the long ruins of the w?.lls appeared. 
Once by great Neptune, and Apollo, rear'd s. 
There flood old Troy, a venerable name j 
Far ever coniecj ate to dcatUlefs £a\u2* . . 

E e ^ '^'s^ 
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Now blaft^d fhofly rrtidkltt v^itli l>riirtch^< Ibaf^ tiid- 

Brambles and yvtedi, i loathfoitttf fofeft ^eto j 

Where once, in jiaUsicts of rk^) ft&tey 

Old Priam, and th^ Trojan pHfiees, At. 

Where temples once, oti lofty cdhmltiB bbriiy 

Majeftic did the ^e^altliy town adortty ids 5 

All rude, all wafte vtkd defolate ii Itff^Af 

And even the niiA*d ruins are decayed. ' 

Here Caefar did each ftory'd place furtcjr, ^ * 

Here faw the rock; where, Neptune to obey> > 

Hefione was boiind the inonfter*s forty, J 

IJere, in the corert of a ftcret groye. 

The bleft Anchifes dafp'd th« queen of love t . 

Here fair Oenone play'd, here flood the cave 

Where Paris once the fatal judgment gave } 

Here lovely Ganymede to heaven was born, i5jw 

Each rock, and every tree, recording tales adorn. 

Here all that does of Xanthns' ftream remain. 

Creeps a fmall brook along the dulty plain. 

Whilft careltfs and fccurely on they pafs. 

The Phrygian guide forbids to preis the grafsj 1650 

This place, he faid, for ever facrcd keep. 

For hero the facred bones of Hcftor deep. 

Then warns him to oblerve, where, rudely caff. 

Disjointed ftones lay broken and defac'd : 

Here his laft fate, he cries, did Priam prove; 1655 

Heic, on this altar of Hercaean Jove. 

O pcefy divine ! O facied for.g 1^ 
To thee, bright fame and length of dayi belong } 
Thou, goddti's I tl.ou eternity can It give. 
And bid iecurc the moru\ htto VvNt. 1660 
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Nor, a^vCf thott di{*daiA, fhat I reheaife 

Thee, and thy wari^ ih no ignoble yerfe i 

Since, if in aiight the I/atian Mule excef, 

My nartie,' and tK?he, ftrimortal 1 foretcl | 

Etevnity ovtt Isiho^H fhill reward, 1665 

Atjd Lucan fiourift, like th^ Grecian bard j 

My numbers fhall to lateft timfcs convey 

The tyrant Gsef^r, and Pharfalia's day. 

When long the chief his wondcrirtg eyes had caft. 
On aticicnt montirtiwts of ages paft ; 167^ 

Of living turf aft altar ftraight he made, ^ 

Then on the ftrk tich guras and iftcenle laid, t 

And thus, ftfCltefsfal itt his vows, he pray'd. > 

Ye ihades divine ! ^h6 kfeep this facred place, 
And thou, Aheas ! author of my racfe, 1675 

Ye powers, whod'et from burning Troy did cotne, 
Domeftic godg of Albij and of Rome, 
Who ftill preferve your riiin'd country's name. 
And oYi youf kit&rs ^uard th6 Phrygian flame : 
And thou, bright maid, who art to men deny'd j 
Pallhs, who doft thy facred priviledge confide 
To Rome, aud in hisr inmoft temple hide ; 
Hear, and aufpiciotrs to my vows incline. 
To me, the grcateft of the Julian line : 
Profper my future ways 5 and lo ! I row 16S5 

Ydur ancient ftate and honours to beftow ; 
Aufonian hands Yhall Phrygian walls reflore. 
And Rome repay, what Troy cohfcrrM before. 
He faid -, and hafted to his fleet awny, 
Swift to repair the lols of this delay, ■v^c^'Ci 
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U(> (pruDg the wind, and, with a frefliening gal^ 

The kind north- weft fill'd every fweliing fail} 

Li^ht o'er the foamy waves the navy flew, 

THl Aiia*8 ihores and Rhodes no more they view* 

Six times the night her fable round had made. 

The feventh now palfing on, the chief furveyM 

High Pharos (hining through the gloomy ihade % 

The coaft defcry'd, he waits the rifing dayv 

Thenfafely to the port dire£ls his way. 

There wide with crouds o'erfpread he fees the fhore» 

And echoing hears the loud tumultuous roar. 

Diftmftful of his fate, he gives command 

To ftand aloof, nor truft the doubted land | 

When lo ! a meiTcnger appears, to bring 

A fatal pledge of peace from ^Egypt's king : 1705 

Hid in a veil, and clofely covered o'er, 

Pompey's pale vifagc in his hand be bore* 

An impious orator the tyrant fends. 

Who thus, with fitting words, the monftrous gift com* 
mends. 
Hail ! firft and greateft of the Roman name j 1710 

In power mott mighty, moft renown'd in fame : 

Hail ! rightly now, the world's unrivard lord I 

That benefit thy Phacian friends afford. 

My king beflows the prize thy arms have fought^ 

For which Pharfalia's field, in vain, was fought. 1715 

No tafk remains for future labours now ^ 

The civil wars are fini(h*d at a blow. 

To heal Thefl'alia's ruins, Pompey fled 

To us for fuccour, and by us lies dead* 
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Thee; Caefar, with this cofHy pledge wc buy, tjzo 
Thee to our friendftiip, with this vifliiTi, tie. 
Egypt's proud fceptre freely then receive, 
Whate'er the fertile flowing Nile can give : 
Accept the treafures which Ais deed has fpar'd j 
Accept the benefit, without reward. ijtf 

Deign, Caefar I deign to think my royal lord- 
Worthy the aid' of thy vi^orious fword : 
In the firft rank of greatnefs fhall he ftand j- 
He, who could Pompey's deftiny command. 
Nor frown difdainful on the profttr'd- fpoH,- 173O' 

Becaufe not dearly bought* with blood and toil i 
But think, oh think, what facred ties were broke. 
How friendfhip pleaded; and how nature fpoke : 
Th^t Pompey, who reftor'd Aulctes' crown. 
The father's ancient guefr was murder'd by the fon. I735 
Then judge thyfelf, or afk the world and fame. 
If fervices like thefe deferve a name; 
If gods and men the daring deed abhor^ 
Think, for that reafon, Caefar owes tlie more 5 
This blood /(TT^i&^j though not hy thee^ was ipilt j ij^ 
Thou haft the benefit, and we the- guilt. , 

He faid'j and ftraight the horrid gift unveird^ 
And ftedfaft to the gazing viftor held. 
Changed was the face, deform 'd with death all o'er, 
Pale, ghaftly, wan, and ftain-d with clotted gore, 
Ifnlike the Pompey CSffar knew before. 
He, nor at firft difdain'd the fetal boon,. 
Nor ftarted from the dreadlul fight too foon. 
Awhile his eyes the murderous icene endure. 
Doubting they view j but ftmtv \t> 'wVvtYv ^tc>ax^» '^l V* 
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At length he Aood convinc'd, the deed was done $ 

He faw *tv7as lafe to moum his iifclcfs lbs : 

And ftraight the ready tears, that ftaid till now. 

Swift at command with piou* iemblaace flow : 

As if deteftingy from the fkgfat he turns, '755 

And groaning, with a heart triumphant monms. 

lie ftars his impious thought fliould be deicry'd. 

And iccks. in tears the fwelling jov to hide. 

Thus the cutSl Phzrian tyrant's hopes were crofi, 

Thu3 ail the merit cf his gift was loftj 1760 

Thu£ for the murder Caefar's thanks were (porM j 

He chofe to moum it, rather than reward. 

He who, rtientlels, through Pharfolia rode. 

And on the ienate's mangled fathers trode ^ 

He who, without one pit}-ing figh, beheld 1 7^5 

The blood and ilaughter of that woeful field ^ 

Thee, murder'd Pompty, could not nithlefs fee. 

But pay'd the tribute of his grief to thee. 

Oh ir.yftcry cf fortune, and of fate 1 

Oh i^I-coivlbrted piety and bate ! 1770 

And canft thou, Cziar, then thy tears afibrd. 

To the dire object of thy vengeful fword ? 

Didll thou, for this, devote his hoftile head, 

Ptirl'ue him living, to bewail him dead i 

Could not the gentle ties of kindred move ? 1775 

Wert thou not tcuch'd with thy fad Juiia's love ? 

And weep'ft thou now f doCt thou thefe tears provide 

To win the friends of Pompey to thy fide ? 

Perhaps, with fecret rage thou doft repine. 

That he fhould die by any hand but thine; 1780 
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Thence fall thy tears, that Ptolemy has done 
A murder, due to Coefar's hand alone, 
What fecret fprings foe'er thefe currents know« 
They ne*er, by piety, were taught to flow. 
Or didft thou kindly, like a careful friend, ij%^ 

Purfue him flying, only to defend ? 
Well was his fete deny'd to thy command ! 
Well was he fnatch'd by fortune from thy hand f 
Fortune withheld this glory from thy name, 
Forbad thy power to fave, andfpar'd the Jloman fliame. 
Still he goes on to vent his griefs aloud, ij^ 

And artful, thus, deceives the eafy croud. 

Hence from ray fight, nor let me fee thee jnore j 
Ha(le> to thy ^cing his fetal gift reftore. 
At Coefar have you aim'd the deadly blow, 17^ 

And wounded Csefar worfe than P-orapey now j 
The cruel hands by which this deed was done. 
Have torn away the wreaths my fword had won. 
That nobleft prize this civil war coijld give. 
The vi^tor^s right to bid the vanquiih*d live. 1800 

Then tell your king, his gift fliall be repay'd { 
I would have fent him Cleopatra'^s head j 
But that he wiihes to behold her dead. 
How has he dar*d, this JEgypt's petty lord^ 
To join his morders to the Roman fword ? XS05 

JDid I, for this, in heat of war, diftain 
With nobleft blood Emathia's purple plain. 
To licence Ptolemy's pernicious reign ? 
Did I with Pompey fcom the wor4d to (hare ? 
• And can I an JBgyptiaa partner bear i 
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BOOK X. 

THE A R G .U M E N T. 

iCaefar, upqn his atrival in J&gypty finds Ptolcnif 
engaged in a quanel with his cfifter Cleopatra; 
-whom, at the inftigation of Photinus, and his 
other evil counfelJors, he had deprived of her (hare 
in the kingdom, and imprifoned: flie finds means 
to efcape, comes privately to Caefar, and puts her- 
felf under ••his prote6lion. Caefar interpoies in t^ 
•quarrel, and reconciles them. They in return en- 
tertain him with great magnificence and luxury at 
the Royal Palace i-n Alexandria. At this fcaft 
Caefar, who at his firft arrival had vifited the tonib 
of Alexander the Great, and whatevor ejfe.was 
cunous in that city, enqtiires of the chief prieft 
Achoreus, and is by him informed of the courfe 
of tiie Nile, its ftated increafe and decreafe, with 
the feveral caufes that hnd been till that time afiigned 
for it. In the mean time Photinus writes privately 
to Achillas, to draw the army to Alexandria, and 
furprize Cscfar; this he immediately performs, and 
beueges the palace. But Caefar, having fet the city 
and many of the -<^gyptian fiiips on fire, efcapes to 
the ifland and tower of Pharos, carrying the young 
king and Photinus, whom he ftill kept in his power 
with him ; there having difcovered the treachery ^f 
Photinus, he puts him to death. At the fame time 
Arfirjoe, Ptolemy's younger fifter, having by the 
advice of her tutor, the eunuch Ganymedes, af- 
fumed the regal authorit}', orders Achillas to be 
Jiilied like wife, and reuews the war again ft Cxfar. 



^1 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book X. 43^ 

Upon tlic mole between Pharos and Alexandria he 
is encompailed by the enemy, and very near being 
flain, but at length breaks through, leaps into the 
i'ea, and with his ufual courage and good foxtune 
Iwims in fafety to his own fleet, 

SOON as the viftor feachM the guilty fhore. 
Yet red with ftains of murderM Pompey's gore. 
New toils his ftill prevailmg fortune met. 
By impious Egypt's genius hard hcCet, 
The ftrife was now, if this detefted land 
Should own imperial Rome's luprenr.c command. 
Or Cxfar bleed beneath fome Pharian hand* 
But thou, oh Pompey i thy diviner (hade. 
Came timely to this cruel father^'s aid; 
tPhy influence the deadly fword withftood, 10 

Nor fuffer'd Nile, again, to blufli with Roman blood. 
Safe in the pledge of Pompey, flain fo late. 
Proud Ca?far enters Alexandria's gate : 
£n(igns on high the long procefllion lead ; 
The warrior and his armed train fucceed. je 

Meanwhile, loud-murmuring, the moody throng 
Behold his Fafces borne in ftafe along : 
Cf innovations fiercely they complain. 
And fcornfully rcjeft the Roman reign^ 
Soon faw the chief th* untoward bent they tak«, m 
And found that Pompey fell not for his fake. 
Wifely, howe'er, he did his fecret fear, 
And held his way, with well-diflembled chear, 
Carelefs, he runs their gods and templet o'er. 
The m<mutnent9 of Macedonian power 3 s^ 

Ff ^^^'^ 
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But neither god, nor Oirine, nor myftic ntc. 
Their city, nor her walls, his foul delights 
Their caves beneath his fancy chiefly led. 
To fearch the gloomy manHons of the dead : 
Thither with fecret pleafurc he defcends, 30 

And to the guide^s recording tale attends. 

There the vain youth who made the world his prizes 
That profperous robber, Albxander, lies. 
When pitying death, at length, had freed mankind. 
To (acred reft his bones were here confignM : 35 

His bones, that better had been tofs*d and hurrd. 
With juft contempt, around tUe injurM wofld. 
But Fortune fparM the dead ; and partial Fate, 
For ages, fix'd his Pharian empire's date. 
If e'er our long-loft liberty return, 40 

That carcafe is referv'd for public fcom t 
Now, it remains a monument confeft. 
How one proud man could lord it o*er the reft* 
To Macedon, a corner of the earth. 
The vaft ambitious fpoiler owM his birth : 45 

There, (bon, he fcorn'd his father's humbler reign. 
And view'd his vanquiftiM Athens with difdain. 
Driv'n headlong on, by Fate's refiftlefs force. 
Through Afia's realms he took his dreadful couHe : 
His ruthlefs fword laid Human Nature wafte, 50 

Aiid defolation foUow'd where he pafs'd. 
Red Ganges bluftiM, and fam'd Euphrates* flood. 
With PeHian this, and that with Indian blood. 
Such is the bolt which angry Jove employs. 
When, undiftinguiibing, his wrath deftreyt s 55 

Such 
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Such to mankind, portentous meteors rife. 
Trouble the gazing earth, and blaft the flcics. 
Nor flagne, nor flood, his reftlefs rage witliftand. 
Nor Syrts unfaithful, nor the Libyan fand : 
O'er waves unknown he meditates his way, €• 

And fecks the boundlefs empire of the fea ; 
Ev'n to the utraoft weft he would have gone. 
Where Tethys* lap receives the fetting fun 5 
Around each pole his circuit would have made. 
And drunk from fecret Nile's remoteft head, 
When nature*s hand his wild ambition ftay'd* 
With him, that power his pride had lov'd £0 well. 
His monftrous univerfal empire, fell : 
No heir, no juft fucceflfor left behind, 
Etejnal wars he to his friends ailignM, 
To tear the world, and fcramble for mankind. 
Vet ftill he dyM the matter of his fame. 
And Psrthia to the laft revered his name : 
The haughty Eall from Greece received her doom. 
With lower homage than (he pays to Rome. 75 

Though from the frozen pole our empire run. 
Far as the journeys of the fouthern fun 5 
In triumph though our conquering eagles fly, 
Whcre-e'er foft Zephyrs fan the weftern flcy ; 
Still to the haughty Parthian muft we yield, %9 

And mourn the lofs of Carrae's dreadful field : 
Still fliall the race untam'd their pride avow, 
Aiul lift thofe heads aloft which Fella taught to bow. 

From Cafium now the beardlcfs monarch came, 
Tm quench the kindling Alexandriau's flame, ^«^ 
F f X '^^ 
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Th* unwaFlike rabble foon the tumult ceafe, 
. And he, their king, remains the pledge of peace j 
"Whcn,^ vcird in fecrecy, and dark difguife. 
To mighty Caefar, Cleopatra flies- 
Won by perAiafive gold, and rich reward. 
Her keeper's hand her prifon gates unbarred. 
And a light galley foi* her flight prepdrM. 
- Oh, fatal fwm ! thj natirc -ffigypt fliamel 
Thou lewd perdition x^f -the Xatian name ! 
How wert thou doomM our furies to increafe, 95 

And be what Helen was -to Troy and Greece I 
When with anhoft, from vile Canopus led. 
Thy vengeance asmM at great Auguftus* head ; 
When thy flirill timbrel's found was heard from far, 
. And Rome herfelf fliook at the coming war ; 
Wihen doubtful fortune, near Leucadia^s ftrand, 
Snfpended long the world*s fupreme command. 
And almod gave it to a woroan^s hand. 
Such daring courage fwells her wanton heart. 
While Roman lovers Roman fires impart : X05 

Glowing alike with greatnefs and delight, 
She rofe ftill bolder from each guilty night. 
Then blame me, haplefs, Antony, no more. 
Loft and undone by fatal beauty's power j 
If Caefar, long inur'd to rage «nd arms, no 

Submits his ftubborn heart to thofe foft charms 5 
If, reeking from Emathia's dreadful plain. 
And horrid with th^ blodd of thoufands ilain. 
He fmks lafciviousin a lewd embrace. 
While Pompcy'* gtaftly fpcftrc haunts the place. 1x5 
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If Julia's diafteft name he can forget. 

And raife her, brethren of a baftard fet j 

If indolently he permits, from far, - 

Bold Cato to revive the fainting war j 

If he can give away the fruits of blood,^ it9 

And fight to raake-a ftrumpet's title good/ 

To him, difdaining or to feign a tear. 
Or fpread her artfully difheverd hair. 
In comely forrow's decent garb array'd, - 
And trufting to herbeauty!s certain aid. 
In words like theie began the Pharian maid»> 

If loyal birth and the Lagaean name. 
Thy favouring pity, greateft Caefar, claim, 
Hedrefs my wrongs, thus humbly I 'mplore. 
And to her ftate an injurM queen rfftore. 13D 

Here (hed thy jufter influence, and rife 
A ftar aufpicious to Egyptian fkies^. 
Nor is it ftrange for Pharos to behold 
A woman's temples bound with regal gold t 
No laws our fofter fex's powers reftrain, 135 

But undiftinguifh'd equally we reign. 
Vouchfafe my royal father's will to read^ 
And learn what dying^PtoIemy decided : 
My juft pretenfions -ftand recorded there,. 
My brother's' empire and his bed to fhaj-e. Y4* 

Nor would 'the gentle boy his love refufe,. ' 
Did curs'd Pothinus leave him free to choofc 5 
But now in vaflalage he holds his crown,;. 
And adls by power and pafTions not his own. 
Nor is my foul on empire fondly fet, . tvs 

But could with eafc my royal ng^ViU iot^'tVy 
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So thou the throne from vile difhonoar fave, 

Keftore the mafter, and depofe the (laYe. 

What fcorn, what pride, his haughty boforo fwell. 

Since, at his bidding, Roman Pompcy fell ! 150 

(Ev*n now, which oh ! ye righteous gods^ avert. 

His fword is Icvel'd at thy noble heart) 

Thou and mankind are wrongM, when he fhall dare. 

Or in thy prize, or in thy crime to /hare. 

In vain her words the warrior's ears afTaird, X55 
Had not her face beyond her tongue prcvail'd | 
From thence refiftlefs eloquence (he draws, 
And with the fweet perfuafion gains her caufc. 
His ftubborn heart diffolves in loofe delight, 
And grants her fuit, for one lafcivious night. ito 

^gypt and Cafar, now, in peace agreed. 
Riot and feafting to the war fucceed : 
The wanton queen difplays her wealthy ftore, 
Excefs unknown to frugal Rome before. 
Rich, as fome fane by lavifh zealots rear'd, 1^5 

For the proud banquet, flood the hall prepai*\l : 
Thick golden plates the latent beams infold, 
And the high roof was frc^tted o'er with gold : 
Of folid marble all, the walls were made, 
And onyx ev^n the meaner floor inlay'd j 1^0 

While porphyry and agat, round the court. 
In mafly columns, rofe a proud fupport. 
Of folid ebony each poft was wrought. 
From fwarthy Meroe profufely brought i 
With ivory was the entrance crufted o'er, 17^ 

And polilh'd tortoifc bid e?icVi ftvvivvR^ door ^ 
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While on the cloudy fpots enchas'd was feen 
The lively emerald's never-fading green. 
Within, the royal beds and couches ftione. 
Beamy and bright with many a coftly ftone, i8<> 
Jn glowing purple rich the coverings liej 
Twice had they drank the nobleft Tyrian dye : 
Others, as Pharian artifts have the (kill 
To mix the party- coloured web at will. 
With winding trails of various filks were made, 18^ 
Where branching gold fct off the rich brocade. 
Around, of every age, and choicer form, 
Huge crouds, whoJe nations of attendants fwarra : 
Some wait in yellow rings of golden hair. 
The vanquifhM Rhine fliew'd Caefar none fo fair: ij^ 
Others were feen with fwarthy woolly heads,- 
Black as eternal night's unchanging fhades. 
Here fquealing eunuchs, a difniember'd train,. 
Lament thfft lofs of genial joys in vain : 
There nature's noWeft work, a youthful band, 195-. 
In the full pride of blooming manhood ftand. 
All duteous on the Pharian princes wait. 
The princes round the board recline in ftate. 
With mighty Caefar, more than princes great. 
On ivory feet the citron board was wrought, 200 

Richer than thofe with captive Juba brought. 
With evciy wile ambitious beauty tries 
To fix the daring Roman's heart her prize. 
Her Urother's meaner bed and crown (he fcorns,- 
And with fierce hopes for nobler empire burns j 205 
Colleils the mifchiefs of her wanton eyes, 
And her fdint cheeks with deeper Tofc% ^>^^%\ 

F f 4. N^<A^ 



440 R O W E*S P O E M S. 

Amidft the braidings of her flowing hair. 
The fpoils of orient rocks and (hells appear ; 
Like midnight ftars, ten thoufand diamonds deck 2f0 
The comely rifing of her graceful neck : 
Of wondrous work, a thin tranfparent lawn 
O'er each foft breaft in decency was drawn 5 
Whci*e ftill by turns the parting threads withdrew^ 
And all the panting bofom rofe to view. ziS 

Her robe, her every part, her air, confefs 
The power of female (kill exhaufted in her drefs. 
Fantaftic madnefs- of unthinking pride. 
To boaft that wealth, which prudence drives to hide I 
In Civil Wars fuch treafures to difplay, 2»o 

And tempt a foldier with the hopes of prey^ ! 
Had Caefar not been Caefar, impious, bold. 
And ready to lay wafte the world for gold. 
But juft as all our frugal names of old j 
This wealth could Curius or Fabricius knowv *»5 
Or ruder Cincinnatus from the plow. 
As Caefar, they had feiz'd the mighty fpoil. 
And to inrich their Tiber robb'd the Nile. 
Now, by a train of flaves, the various fcaft 
In mafiy gold magnificent was placM ; ij^ 

Whatever earth, or air, or feas afford. 
In vaft profufion crowns the labouring board* 
For dainties, ^gypt every land explores. 
Nor fpares thofe very gods her zeal adores, . 
The Nile's fweet wave capacious cryftals pour, 235 
And gems of price the grapes delicious (lore 3 
No growth of Mareotis' maifhy fields, 
Sut fuch as Meroc malutct Y^^^^^** 
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Where the warm fivn the racy juice refine^ 

And mellows into age the infant wines, 140 

With wreaths of Nard the giiefts their temple* bind,. 

And blooming rofes of immortal kind 5 

Their dropping locks with oily odours flow,. 

Recent from near Arabia, where they grow : 

The vigorous fpices breathe their ftrong perfume, 245 

And the rich vapour fills the fpacious room. 

Here Cafar Pompey's poverty difdain'd. 
And learned to wade that world his arms had gain'd. 
He faw th' -ffig}'ptian wealth with greedy eyes. 
And wifliM fome fair pretence to feize the prize. ^50 
Sated at length with the prodigious feaft. 
Their weary appetites from riot ceasM.j 
When Caclar, curious of fome new delight^ 
In converfation fought to wear the night : 
Then gently thus addceft the good old prieft> iS5 

Reclining decent in his linen veil. 
O wife Achoreus ! venerable feer ! 
Whofe age befpeaks thee heaven^s peculiar care. 
Say from what origin thy nation fprung. 
What boundaries to ^gypf s land belong ? i6* 

What are thy people*s cuftoms, and their modes. 
What rites they teach, what forms they give their gods ? 
Each ancient facred myi^ery explain, 
Which monumental fculptures yet retain* 
Divinity difdains to be confined, %6$ 

Fain would be known, and reverenc'd by mankindi 
'Tis faid, thy holy predeceflbrs thought 
Cecropian Plato worthy to be taught ; 
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And Aire the fages of your fchools have known 

No foul more form'd for fcience than my own* 

Fame of my potent rivars flight, 'fis true, 

To this your Pharian (hore my journey dccw j' 

Yet know, the love of learning led me too. 

Jn all the hurries of tumultuous war, 

The ftars, the gods, and heavens, were ftill my care. 

Nor ftiall my (kill to fix the rolling year 

Inferior to Eudoxus' art appear. 

Long has ray curious foul, from early youth, 

Toird in the noble fearch of facred truth : 

Yet ftill no views have urg'd my ardour more, »S^ 

Than Nile's cemoteft fountain to explore. 

Then fay what fource the famous ftream fupplics, 

And bids it at revolving periods rife ; 

Shew me that head from whence, fince time begun. 

The long fucceflion of his waves has run ; iSj 

This let me know, and all my toils fhall ceafe. 

The fword be fheathM, and earth be bleft with peace* 

The warrior fpoke j and thus the feer reply'd i 
Nor (halt thou, mighty Caefar, be deny'd. 
Our fires forbad all, but themfelvcs, to know, 29* 
And kept with care profaner laymen low r 
My foul, I own, more generoufly inclined, 
Would kt in daylight to inform the blind. 
Nor would 1 truth in myfteries reftrain, 
But make the gods, their power, and precepts, plain ; 295 
Would teach their miracles, would fpread their praile. 
And well-taught minds to juft devotion raife. 
Know then, to all ihofc ftais, b^ tv^ture driven 
J a oppofition to revolving \vea\ti\, 
~^jf one peculiar influence w^^ ^vNtti, 



\ 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book X. 4^^ 

The fun the feafonsof the year fupplies. 

And bids the evening and the morning rife 5 

Commands the planets with fuperior force, 

And keeps each wandering light to his appointed courfe. 

The filver moon o'er briny feas prefides, 305 

And heaves huge ocean with alternate tides. 

Saturn's cold rays in icy climes prevail ; 

Mars rules the winds, the ftorm, and rattling hail j 

Where Jove afirends, the flues arc ftill ferene j 

And fruitful Venus is the genial queen : 31s 

While every limpid fpring, and falling ftream, 

Submits to radiant Hermes' reigning beam. 

When in the Crab the humid ruler ihines, 

And to the fultry Lion near inclines^ 

1 here fix'd immediate o'er Nile's latent fource, 315 

He ftrikes the watery ftores with ponderous force j 

Nor can the flood bright Maia's fon withftand. 

But heaves, like ocean at the moon's command ^ 

His waves afcend, obedient as the feas. 

And reach their deflin'd height by juft degrees. 3x0 

Nor to its bank returns th' enormous tide, 

Till Libra's equal fcales the days and nights divide. 

Antiquity, unknowing and deceiv'd, 

In dreams of Ethiopian fnows believ'd : 

From hills they taught, how melting currents ran, 315 

When the fii*ft fwelling of the flood began. 

But, ah, how vain the thought ! no Boreas there 

In icy bonds conftrains the wintery year. 

But fultry fouthem winds eternal reign, 

And fcorching funs the fwarthy iiau\«% ttajcci* ^^^ 

4 ^- 



444 ROWE'SPOEMS* 

Yet morey whatever flood the froft congeals^ 

Melts as the genial ipiing^s return he feels | 

While Nile*8 redundant waters never rife. 

Till the hot Dog inflames the fummer flcies | 

Nor to his banks his flirinking ftream conflnesy 335 

THl high in heaven th^ autumnal balance ihuies* 

Unlike his watery brethren he preddes, 

And by new laws his liquid empire guides. 

From dropping feafons no increafe he knows> 

Nor feels the fleecy fliowers of melting inows. 34* 

His river fwells not idly> ere the land 

The timely office, of his waves demand 5 

But knows his lot, by Providence affign'd, 

To cool the fcafon, and refrefh mankind. 

Whenever the Lion fheds his flres around, . 345. 

And Cancer burns Syene's parching ground ; 

Then, at the prayer of nations, comes the Nile, 

And kindly tempers up the mouldering foil. 

Nor from the plains the covering god retreats. 

Till the i-ude fervour of the fkies abates j 35* 

Till Phoebus into milder autumn fades, 

And Meroii projefts her lengthening (hades. 

Nor let inquiring fcepticks aik the caufe, 

'Tis Jove's command, and thefe are Nature's laws. 

Others of old^ as vainly too, have thought 355 

By weftern winds the fpreading deluge brought} 
While at fix'd times, for many a day, they laft, 
PofTefs the fkies, and drive a conftant blaft 5 
Collefted clouds united Zephyrs bring, "> 

And flied huge rains from many a dropping wing, > 
To heave the flood, and frwtW \V A^iQxwv.^v^^^v^tvv \ 
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Or when the airy brethren's ftedfaft force 

Htfifts the ruihing current's downwai'd courft, 

(Backward he rolls indignant, to his head : 

While o'er the plains his heapy waves are fpread. 365 

Some have believ'd, that fpacious channels go 
Through the dark entrail^ of the earth below 5 
Through thefe, by turns, revolving rivers pafs. 
And fecretly pervade the mighty mafs j 
Through thefe the fun, when'from the north he fliey, 370 
And cuts the glowing ^thiopic Ikies, 
From diftant ftreams attrafts their liquid ftores. 
And through Nile's fpring th' affeiftbled waters pourSs 
uTill Nile, o'er-burden'd, diiembogues the load. 
And fpews the foamy deluge all abroad. 375 

Sages there have been too, who long maintain -d. 
That ocean's waves throngh porous earth are.drain'd| 
*Tis thence their faltnefs they no longer keep. 
By flow degrees ftill freflbening as they creep : 
Till at a period, Nile ^receives them all, 38^ 

And pours them loofely fpreading, as they fall. 

The ftars, and fun himfelf, as fome have faid^ 
By exhalations from the deep are fed $ 
And when the golden ruler of the day 
Through Cancer's fiery fign purfues bis way. 
His beams attra6l too largely from the fea $ 
The refufe of his draughts the nights return. 
And more than i^ll the Nile*8 capacious urn* 

^Were I the di^lates of my foul to tell. 
And fpeak the rcafons of the watery fwell, 390 

To Providence thetaik I ihould afligD, 
And Undtkc cftufe in YrorkinaniVu^ ^\Vvga» 
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JLcfs ftrcams we trace, unerring, to their birth. 
And know the parent Earth which brought them forth : 
While this, as early as the world begun, 3^5 

Ran tlius, and mud continue thus to run 4 
And dill, unfatlioniM by ouj* fearch, ihall own 
No caufe, but Jove's commanding will alone. 

Nor, Csefar, is thy fearch of knowledge ftrange j 
Well may thy boundlef€ foul deiire to range, 4M 

Well may fhe ftrive Nile's fountain to explore 9 
Since mighty kings have fought the fame before i 
Each for the firft difcoverer would be known. 
And hand, to future times, the fecret down ; 
But ftill their powers were exercisM in vain, 405 

While latent nature mockM their fruitlefs pain. 
Philip'« great fon, whom Memphis ftill records^ 
The chief of her illuftrious fccpter'd lords, 
Sent, of his own, a chofen number forth. 
To trace the wondrous ftream's myfterious birth. 4i« 
Through Ethiopia's plains they journeyed on, 
Till the hot Tun opposed the burning zone : 
There, by the god s refiiUefs beams rcpell'd. 
An unbeginning ftream they ftiil beheld. 
Fierce came Sefoftris from the eaftern dawn, 415' 

On his proud car by captive mqnarchs drawn ; 
His lawlefs will, impatient of a bound. 
Commanded Nile's hid fountain to be found : 
But fooner much the tyrant might have known 
Thy fam'd Hcfperian Po, or Gallic Rhone. 420 

Cambyfes too, his daring Perfians led. 
Where hoary age makes white the Ethiop's head $ 

Till 
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T^ill fore diftrefsM and deftkute of food, 

He ftain'd his hungry jaws with human blood j 

Till half his hoft the other half devoured, 411 

And left the Nile behind them unexplored. 

Of thy forbidden head, thou facred ftreaHiy 
Nor fi£iion dares to fpeak, nor poets dream. 
Through various nations roll thy waters doWn» 
By many feen, though ftill by all ^unknown ; 
No land pr^fumes to claim thee for her own. 
For me, my humble tale no more ihsdl tell. 
Than what our juft records deroonftrate well; 
Than God, who bade thee thus rayfterious fiow^ 
Permits the narrow mind of man to know. 435 

Far in the fouth the daring waters rife. 
As in difdain of Cancer'^s burning ikies $ 
Thence, with a downward courfe, they feek the main, 
Direft againft the lazy northern wain 5 
Unlefs when, {>artially, thy winding tide 44« 

Turns to the Libyan or Arabian fide. 
The diftant Seres firft behold the flow 5 
Nor yet thy fpring the diftant Seres know. 
*Midft footy Ethiops, next, thy current roams } 
The footy Ethiops wonder whence it comes : 445 

Nature conceals thy infant ftream withcare. 
Nor lets thee, but in majefty, appear. 
Upon thy banks aftonifh d nations ftand. 
Nor dare aflign thy rife, to one peculiar land. 
Exempt from vulgar laws thy waters run, 459 

Nor take their various ieafons fixrni th< Am : 
Though high in heaven the fiery foifttce ftand, 
Obedient winter camc« 9t tby covMi^%Skdu 
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From pole to pole thy boundIei« waves extend | 
One never knows thy riCc, nor one thy end* ^^^ 

JBy Meroe thy ftream divided roves. 
And winds encircling- round her ebon groves | 
Of fable hue the coftly timbers ftand, 
Dark as the fwarthy natives of the land :• 
Yet, though tall woods in wide abundance rpiiead,44o 
Their leafy tops affoid no friendly ihade 3 
So vertically fhine the folar rays. 
And from the Lion dart the downward blaze. 
From thence, through deferts dry, thou jotuney^ft on* 
Nor (hrink'ft, diminifli'ii by the Torrid Zone» 
Strong in thyfelf, coUeded, full, and one. 
Anon, thy dreams are parceled o'er the plain. 
Anon the fcatter*d currents meet again i 
Jointly, they flow, where Philse's gates divide 
Our fertile ^gypt from Arabia's fide 5 470 

Thence, with a peaceful, foft defcent, rfiey cxeep. 
And feek, infenfibly, the diftant deep ; 
Till through feven mouths the famous flood is lofty 
On the laft limits of our Pharian coaft ; 
Where Gaza's ifthmus rifes, to reft rain 475 

The Erythraean from the midland main. 
Who that beholds thee, Nile ! thus gently flow. 
With fcarce a wrinkle on thy glafly brow. 
Can gucfs thy rage, when rocks refift thy force, 
And hurl thee headlong in thy downward courfe ; 4/^ 
When fpouting catarafts thy torrent pour. 
And nations tremble at the deafening roar } 
When thy proud waves with indignation rife, 
And dsdh thtit foamy iwy to xVt tttv^ ^ 
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Thefe wonders reedy Abatos can tell» 485 

And the tall clifFs that firft declare thy fwell | 

The clift's with ignorance of old belies d 

Thy parent veins, and for thy ipring received. 

From thence huge mountains nature's hand pxiovidesy 

To bank thy too luxurious river's fides $ 490 

As in a vale thy current flie retrains. 

Nor (ufFers ^thee to fpread the Libyan plains t 

At Memphis, firft, free liberty Ihe yields. 

And lets thee loofe to float the thirf^ fields. 

In unfufpefled peace fecurely laid. 
Thus wafte they filent night's declining ihade. 

Meanwhile accuflom^d Furies flill infefl, -j 

With ufual rage, Pothinus' horrid breafl ; > 

Kor can the ruffian's hand from flaughter reft. ^ 

Well may the wretch^diftain'd with Pompey's blood. 
Think every other dreadful a^lion good. 
Within him flill the fnaky fiflers dwell. 
And urge his foul with all the powers of hell* 
Can fortune to fuch hands fuch mifchief doom. 
And let a flave revenge the wrongs of Rome I 505 
Prevent th* example, pre-ordain'd to ftand 
The great renown of Brutus' righteous hand I 
Fofbid it, gods I that Caefar's hallow'd blood» 
To' Liberty by Fate a vidlim vow'd. 
Should on a lefs occafion e'er be fpilt, 51* 

Acd prove a vile Egyptian eunuch's guilt. 
Harden'd by crimes, tlie bolder villain, nowy 
Avows his purpofe with a daring brow| 
Scorns the mean aids of falfehood and furprize^ 
And openly the viftor chief d^^ta% ^'*'> 



^50 R O W E • S T O E M S. 

Vain in his-hopes, nor doubting to fucceed. 

He tnifts that Caefar muft, like Pompey, bWd. 
The feeble boy to curs'd Achillas* hand 

Had, with his army, given his crown's command ; 

To him, by wicked fympathy of mind, ^i*^ 

By leagues and brotherhood of murder join^i. 

To him, the firft and fitteft of his fiiends,' 

Thus, by a tnifty flave, Pothinus fends : 

While ftrttch'd at eafe the great Achillas lies. 

And fleep fits heavy on his flothful eyes, 5*5 

The bargain for our native land is made» 

And the difhoneft price already paid. 

-The former rule no longer now we own, 

^Ufurping Clegpatra weai's the crown. 
Doft thou alone withdraw thee from her flatt, ^^ 
Nor on the bridals of thy mifbefs wait ? 

To-night at large fhe lavilhes her charms. 
And riots in luxurious Ca^far'^ arms* 
Ere long her brother may the wanton wed, 
And reap the refufe of the Roman's bed ; -535 

J)oubly a bride, then doubly fliall (he reign. 
While Rome and ^gypt wear, by turns, her chain, 

-Nor truft thou to thy credit with the boy. 
When arts and eyes, like hers, their powers employ, 
Mark with what eafe her fatal charms can motild 540 
The heart of Caefar, ruthlefs, hard, and old ? 
Were the foft king his thoughtlefs head to reft. 
But for a night, on her inceftuous breaft ; 
His crown and friends he 'd barter for the blifs, 
And give thy head and mine for one lewd kifs j 545 

On 
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^n croffes, or in flames, we /hould deplore 

'Her beauty's terrible refiftleft power. 

On both, her ientcnce is already pafs'd, 

She dooms us d^ad, becauft we kept her cha(l:e» 

What potent haiui ihall then afliftance bring ? 55^ 

Caefar 's her lover, and her hulband king, 

Hafte, I adjure thee by our common gnilt. 

By that great blood which we in vain have ipilt, 

Hafte, and let war. Jet death, with thee return, 

Ahd the funereal torch for Hymen's bum. ^5 e 

Whatever embrace the hoftile charmer hold. 

Find, and tranfix her in the lufcious fold. 

NdT let the fortune of this Latian Lord 

Abalh thy courage, or reftrain thy fword j 

In the fame glorious guilty paths we tread, j^% 

That rais'd him tip, the world's imperious head. 

Like him, weieek dominion for our prize. 

And hope, like him; by Pompey's fall to rife. 

Witnefs the ftains of yonder bhiihing wave. 

Yon bloody (hore, and yon inglorious grave. 565 

Why fear we then to bring our wifli to pafs ? 

This Caefar is not more than Pompey was. 

What though we boaft nor birth, nor noble nam-c^ 

.Nor kindred with Come purple monarch claiin > 

C6rifcious of Fate's decree, fuch aid we fcom, 57a 

And know we were for mighty mifchief bom* 

See, how kind Fortutie, by this offer'd prey. 

Finds means to purge all pafl offence away : 

With grateful thank-s Rome /hall the deed approve. 

And thi» lail merit the firfl; crime remove, c^*:^ 

G g X "^iXxv^^ ^ 
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StrlppM of his titles, and the pomp of powec* 

Caefar 's a fmgle foldier and no more. 

Think then how eafily the talk were done. 

How foon vit may an injured world atone; 

Finifli all wars« appeafe each Roman ihade, ^t% 

By facrificing one devoted head. 

Fearlefs, ye dread united legions, go ; 

Ru(h, all undaunted, on your common £oc-z 

This right, ye Romans I to your country do | 

Ye Pharians ! this your king ejtpefts from you. ^5 

But chief, Achillas ! may the j^tufe be thine s 'j 

Hafte thou, and find him on his bed fupine, > 

Weary with toiling luft, and gorged with wine* i 

Then ttrikc, and what their Cato's prayers demand. 

The gods fliall give to thy morc^ favoured hand. 590 

Nor faiPd the mefTage, fitted to perfuade { 
But, prone to blood, the willing chief obeyed. 
No noify trumpets found the loud alann. 
But Itlcntly the moving legions arm.: 
All unperceiv'd, for battle they prepare, 595 

And b'lftlc through the night with bufy care. 
The mingled bands who form'd this mongrel hoft. 
To the difgi-ace of Rome, were Romans moft j 
A herd, who had they not been loft to (hame. 
And long forgetful of their country's name, 60Q 
Had blu(h'd to own ev'n Ptolemy their headj 
Yet now were by his meaner vaflfal led. 
Oh I mercenary war, thou flave of gold I 
^ow is thy faithlcfs courage bought and fold I 
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For baf€ reward thy hireling hands obey 5 -^ 

Unknowing right or wrong, they fight for pay, > 

And give their country's great revenge away. 3 
Ah, wretched Rome! for whom thy fate prepares. 
In every nation, new domeftic wars; 
Tlie fury, that from pale Theffalia fled, 610 

Rears on the banks of Nile her baleful head. 
What could protefting -^gypt more have done. 
Had {he receivM the haughty vidlor's fon ? 
But thirs the gods our finking fi;ate confound. 
Thus tear our mangled empire all around j (n^ 

In every land fit inttruments employ,' 
And fufFcr ruthlefs (laughter to deftroy^ 
Thus ev'n Egyptian parricides prefume 
To meddle in the lacrcd caufe of Rome 5 
Thus, had not Fate thofe hands of murder ty'd, 620 
Succefs had crownM the vile Achillas* fide. 
Nor wanted fit occafion for the deed ; 
Timely the traitors to the place fucceed. 
While insecurity the carelefs gueft. 
Lingering as yet, his couch fupinely.preft t 6*5 

No gates, no guards, forbad their open vray, 
Hot all diflblvd in lleep and furfeits lay j 
With eafe the viftorat the board had bled. 
And loft in riot his defencelefs head ; 
But pious caution now their rage withftands, 639 

And care for Ptolemy withholds their hands : 
With reverence and remorfe, unknown before. 
They dread to fpill their royal mafter's gore ; 
Left, in the tumult of the murderous night, 
Some erring mifchief oh his youdi Xix^:^ Vv^x, ^ •^'b 

Gg3 %NNj.-i^^ 
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^way'd by this thought, not doubting to fucceedr 

They hold it fitting to defer the deed. 

Gods ! that fuch wretches fhould fo protidly dare I 

Can fuch a h£e be theirs to take, or fpare ? 

Till dawn of day the warrior ftood reprieved, 64A 

And Caefar at AchiUaa' biddiag Ii«*d; 

Now o>r afpiring CadMin^s eaftern head 
The rofy light by Lucifer was led 5 
Swift through the land the piercing beams were bome^ 
And glowing ^gypt felt the kindling mom : 64.5 
When from proud Alexandrians walls, afar. 
The citizens behold the coming war. 
The dreadful legions ihine in juft array^ 
And firm, as to the battle, hold their way. 
Confcious, mean while, of his uneqtral force,. C50 
Straight to the palace Csefar bends his conrfe : 
Nor in the lofty bulwarks dare» confide. 
Their Ample circuit ftretching far too wide : 
To one fix'd part his little band retreats. 
There mans the walls and towers, and bars th&gates* 
There fear, there wrath, by turns, his bofom tear* ^ 
He fears, but ftill with indignation fears. 
His daring foul, reftrainM, more fiercely bums. 
And proudly the ignoble refuge fcorns. 
The captive lion thus, with generous rage, 660 

Relu£lant foams, and roars, and bites his cage. 
Thus, if fome power could Mulciber inflave, 
And bind him down in Etna's fmoky cave. 
With fires more fierce th' iniprifonM god would glow. 
And bellow in the dreudfuV dtt^^ below* ^65 
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He who fo lately, with undaunted pride, -% 

The power of mighty Pompey'8 arms defy'd, > 

With juftkc and the fenate on his fide 5 -3 

Who, with a caufe which gods and men muft hate. 

Stood up, and ftruggled for fuccefs with fate 5 

Now abjedl foes and Haves infulting fears. 

And (hrinks beneath a ihower of Pharian fpcars. 

The warrior who di£dainM to be confin'd 

By Tyrian Gades, or tlie caftern Inde, 

Now in a narrow houfe conceals that head. 

From which the fierceft Scythians once had fled>. 

And horrid Moors beheld, with awful dread. 

From room to room irrefolute he flies. 

And on ibme guardian bar or door relies. 

So boys andhelplefs maids, when towns are won, 680 

To fecret comers for prote£lion run. 

Still by his fide the beardlefs king he bears^ 

Ordain'dto fbaie in every ill he fears : 

If he muft die, he dooms the boy to go. 

Alike devoted to the fliades^ below ; 685 

Relblves his head a vi6lim firft fhall fall, 

Hurl'd at his ilaves from off the lofty wall. 

So from ^Htes fierce Medea fled. 

Her fword ftill aim'd at young Abfyrtos* head; 

Whene'er (he fees her vengeful fire draw nigh, 690 

Ruthlefs (he dooms the wretched boy (hould die. 

Yet ere thefe cruel laft extremes he proves, 

By gentler (teps of peace the Roman moves : 

He fends an envoy, in the royal name. 

To chide their fury, and the vj^x ^\^'Q\ivnv% ^^'= 
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But impious they nor gods nor kings regard^ 

Nor univerfal laws, by all rever'dj 

No right of facred charaftcrs they know. 

But tear the olive from the hatlowM brow j 

To death the meflfenger of peace purfue, 700 

And in his blood their horrid hands embrue. 

Such are the palms which cursed Egyptians claim. 
Such prodigies exalt their nation*s name. 
Nor purple TheflTaly's deftru6Vive fliore, 
Nor dire Pharnaces, nor the Libyan Moor^ 705 

Nor every barbarous land, in every age. 
Equal a foft Egyptian eunuch's rage. 

IncefTant ftill the roar of war prevails. 
While the wild hoft the royal pile aflails. 
Void of device, no thundering rams they bring, 710 
Nor kindling flames with fprcading mifchief fling : 
Bellowing around they run with fruitlefs pain. 
Heave at the doors, and thruft and ftrive in vain : 
More than a wall, great Caefar's fortune (lands. 
And mocks the madncfs of their feeble hands. 715 

On one proud fide the lofty fabric ftood 
Proje6led bold into th' adjoining flood 5 
There, filPd with armed bands, their barks draw near, 
But find the fame defending Caefar there i 
To every part the ready warrior flies, 720 

And with new rage the fainting fight fupplies 5 
Headlong he drives them with his deadly blade. 
Nor feems to be invaded, but t' invade. 
Againft the fhips Phalaric darts he aims ; 
Each dart with pitch and livid fulphur flamci. 715 

TK« 
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The fpreading fire o'er-nins their unftuous fide*. 
And, nimbly mounting, on the top-maft rides : 
Planks, yards and cordage, feed the dreadful blaze;. 
The drowning veffel hifles in the feas 5 
While floating arms and men, promifcuous ftrowM, 7 30 
Hide the whole furface of. the azure flood. 
Nor dwells deflru^ion on their fleet alone>. 
But, driven by winds> invaded. the neighbouring town-4 
On rapid wings, the flieety flames they bear, 
In wavy lengths, along the reddening air. 735, 

Not much unlike, the. (hooting meteors fly^ 
In gleamy trails, athwart the. midnight fky«. 
Soon as the croud behold their city bum,- 
Thither, all headlong, from the. fiege they turn. 
But Cacfar, prone, to vigilance andhafte, 749. 

To fnatch the juft occafion ere it pafs^d, 
Hid in the friendly night's involving fliade, 
A fafe reti*eat to Pharos timely made. 
In elder times of. holy Proteas' reign, 
An iile.it flood, incompafsMby the main:: 745 

Now by a mighty mole the town it joins. 
And from wide feas the fafer port confines. 
Of high, importance to the chief it lies. 
To him. brings* aid, and to the foe denies :: 
In clofe reftraint the captive town is held, 750 

While free behind he views the watery field. 
There fafe, with cursM Pothinus in hifr power, 
Cadar defers the villain* s doom no more. 
Yet, ah 1 by means too gentle he expires ; 
No gafhing knives he feels, no fcoid\\ti^^\^'^\ ivv, 
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Nor were his limbs by grinning tigers torn,. 
Nor pendent on the horrid crofs are borne ; 
Beneath the fword the wretch refigns his breath. 
And dies too gloriouily by Pompey's death* 

Mean-while, by wily Ganymede convey'd, 760 
Arfinoe, tlie younger royal maid. 
Fled to the camp ; and with a daring hand 
Aflumes the fceptre of fupreme command : 
And, for her feeble brother was not there. 
She calls herfelf the fole Lagaean heir. 765 

Then, fmce he dares difpute her right to reigo. 
She dooms the fierce Achillas to be (lain. 
With juft remorfe, repenting fortune paid 
This fccond viftim to her Pompey's (hade. 
But oh ! nor this, nor Ptolenay, nor all 770 

The race of Lagos doomM at once to fall. 
Not hecatombs of tyrants fhall fuffice, 
Till Brutus ftrikes, and haughty Caefar dies. 

Nor yet the rage of war was hufh'd in peace. 
Nor would that ftorm, with him who rais'd it^ ceaTcr 
A fecond eunuch to the' taik fucceeds. 
And Ganymede the power of Mgypt leads i 
He chears the drooping Pharians with fuccefs^ 
And urg'd the Roman chief with new diiirefs* 
Such dangers did one dreadful day a^ord, 
As annals might to lateli times record, 
And confecrate to fame the warrior's fword. 

While to their barks his faithful band defcends, 
Cxfar the mole's contra6lcd fpace defends. 
Part from the crouded key aboard were pafs'd, 785 
The careful chief remained among the laft j 

WheA 
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When fudden Egypt's furious powers unite. 

And fix on him alone th' unequal fight. 

By land the numerous foot, by lea the fleet. 

At once furround him, and prevent retreat. 79^ 

No means for fafety or efcape remain. 

To fight, or fly, were equally in vain : 

A vulgar period on his wars attends. 

And his ambitious life obfcurely ends. 

No feas of gore, no mountains of the flain, 79^ 

Renown the fight on fome diflinguifliM plain ; 

But meanly in a tumult muft he die. 

And, over-borne by crouds> inglorious lie : 

No room was left to fall as Caefar fhould; 

So little were the hopes, his foes and fate allow-d. 8o# 

At once the place and danger he furveys. 

The rifmg mound^ and the near neighbouring feas : 

Some fainting ftruggling doubts as yet remaini 

Can he, perhaps, his navy ft ill regain ? 

Or ftiall he die, and end th' uncertain pain ? 

At length, while madly thus perplexM he burns. 

His own brave- Sca^va to hia thought returns*} 

Scxva, who in the breach undaunted flood. 

And fmgly made the dreadful battle good ; 

Whofe arm advancing Pompey's holt repell'd, ?ia 

And, coopM within a wall, the captive leader held. 

Strong in his foul the glorious image rofe, 

And taught him, iuddcn, to difdain his foes j; 

The force opposM ki equal fca|es to weigh, 

Himfelf was Cxfar, and Egyptians they ^ tt$ 

To truft that fortune, and thofe 'god«, once more. 

That never fail'd his daring, hopes before. 

4 'Vcs^'i^Ks^^ 
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Threatening, aloft his flaming blade he (hooky 
And through the throng his courfe refiftlefs took : 
Handsy arms, and helmed heads before hiim fly, Sa«> 
While mingling. fcreams and groans afcend the Iky. 
So winds, imprifon'd, force their furious way. 
Tear up the earth, and drive the foamy fea, 
Juft on the margin of the mound he ftay'd. 
And for a moment, thence, the flood furvey'd i 8*5 
Fortune divine ! be prefentnow, he cryM $ 
And piungM, undaunted, in the foamy tide. 
Th' obedient deep, at fortune's high conunandy 
Received the mighty matter of the land 5 
Her fervile waves officious Tcthys fpread,. 830 

To raifc with proud fupport his awful h«ad. 
And, for he fcornM th' inglorious race of Nile- 
Should pride themfelves in aught of Caefar's fpoil, ■ 
In his kit hand, above the water's power. 
Papers and IcroUs of high import he bore ; . Z^y 

Where his own labours faithfully recoi'd 
The battles of -ambition's ruthlefs fword t 
Safe in his right, the deadly fteel he held. 
And plow'd, with many a ilroke, the liquid field ; 
While his fix'd teeth tenacioufly retain 840 

His ample Tyrian robe's imperial train ; 
Th' incumber'd folds the curling furfacc fweep. 
Come flow behind, and drag along the deep. 
Kiom the high mole, from every Pharian prow, 
A thoulimd hands a thoui'and javelins throw j 845 
Tlie thrilling points dip bloodlefs in the waves,. 
While he their idle wrath fecurely braves* 
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^o when fome mighty ferpent of the main 

Rolls his huge length athwart the liquid plain^ 

Whether he range voracious for the prey, 859 

Or to the funny fhore direcls his way. 

Him if by chance the fifhers view from far. 

With flying darts they wage a diftant war : 

But the fell monger, unappall'd with dread. 

Above the feas exerts his poifonous head $ S55 

He rears his livid creft and kindling eyes. 

And, terrible, the feeble foe defies 5 

His fwelling breaft a foamy path divides. 

And, carelefs, o'er the murmuring flood he glides. 

Some loofer Mufe, perhaps, who Kghtly treads 86o 
The devious paths where wanton fancy leads, 
In heaven's high court, would feign the queen of love. 
Kneeling in tears before the throne of Jove, 
Imploring, fad, th' almighty father's grace. 
For the dear offspring of her Julian race. Z6^ 

While to the jufl recording Romans eyes. 
Far other forms, and other gods arife ; 
The guardian furies round him rear their heads. 
And Nemefjs the fhield of fafety fpreads ; 
Juflice and fate the floating chief convey, 87 o 

And Rome's glad genius wafts him on his way ; 
Freedom and laws the Pharian darts withfland. 
And fave him for avenging Brutus' hand. 
His friends, unknowing what the gods decree^ 
With joy receive him from the fwelling fea 5 ^7^ 

In peals on peals their (houts triumphant rife, 
Roll o'er the diftant floods and thunder to the Ikies. 

CON. 
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